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howin’ ye where ye can get the best in the village, 
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resh ostricn eggs for breakfast. Try ‘em, ani 
you'll eat no other. 


THE ‘TABLES. 


'm going to teach you a bit of fancy swimming.” 


sey!” 
1est round here presently, I guess!” 


3 TO MAKE BOTH ENDS MEET. : : ; aS SS —., Ss — 
% SHOOTING THE CHUTES AT HASTINGS. 


‘© In spite of his original determination to lay dormant fur a month or two, the spirit (‘ Unsweetened’ and such-like) has once more moved Poor Papa 
to activity, Tle has set the ball a-rolling by taking a leaf out of Captain Boytun’s lug-book, and is now busy working the ‘Chute’ business at 
Hastings. With the assistance of a powerful spriny, and for the small price of sixpence, customers are not only maimed for life, but almost drowned into 
the baryain. Pour Mu wus Daa’s first victim, and should serious results ensue, he will probubly be had up for wilful murder.’—Toorsit. 


GIVING THE SHOW AWAY. THE SHUTTER-SHUNTER. 


ct , : — 


AT No, 422 Rue Saint-Honoré, Paris, was a shop in which 
articles in bronze were sold, and which was largely patro- 
nised, It was kept by an old bachelor of very regular 
habits, reported to be rich, named ic vices Deaton ainaal 
whose only servant was, in December, 1850. slight. delicate- 
looking young man, of twenty years of age. On the 6th of 
the following month, the latter took down the shutters and 
swept out the shop as usual, and shortly afterwards was 
seen bringing into the housea large trunk, which he carried 
upstairs to his master’s bedroom cn the first tloor, 

An hour or two later, he told the daughter of the concierge 
that his master had gone for a few days into the country, 
and that he had orders to follow him with some clothes 
that he had packed up. He got someone to assist: him to 
bring down the trunk, which was very heavy, and he called 
to two porters, Who were passing with a truck, to carry it 
for him to a booking-oftice. 

Some days having parsed without any news of master or 
servant, the neighbours began to be much akirmed, and the 
police, having broken into the bedroom, found a blood. 
stained chopper and stains of blood upon the tloor, but no 
corpse, of which no trice was discovered until the 30th, 


ir} job when you wapt a light and both are if i she » gtati ster: ‘hdteaur ’ i 
“half sea ” Fe yee you, my boy!” sobbed Frizzleby to Suck- “Yes.my kul! Thirty years of domestic happiness is Mrs, F. (suddentn popping her head ta at the door), when yi ; suena aa t Bae < se geese ue gh ne police 
seas over. eton, who had just neket for his danzhter's hand. something to speak about. Nothing but love and peace- “Now then, you bald-hewled old fool! am 1 to wait to say that on the 6th a trunk had been sent by a man 
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Saturday, July 1, 1893. Heetinee Nine avele met @ cross word——” mangle? I'll liven you up with a fatiron |” there, The trunk was opened, and found to contain the 


210 


huddtetam bode of the shopkeeper already ina state of putrefac- 
tion, the skull trashed in. 

Serrch was made. and the two porters, who hod earried the trunk 
to the booking-otlies, found. There the servant, under the name 
of Vion bad teen a ticket for himself to Marseilles, An hour 
later he returned toask if the train passed by ‘Tours, and hearing 
that it did not. removed his Inggage, and sent it to the railway 
station by a porter, whom he pate and quitted on the way, 

There could be littl: doubt. after these manauvres were brought 
to dicht, that Viou. whose name was hitherto unknown to all in 
his late master’s house, was the murderer, Canler, the celebrated 
detective, was of this opinion, and the only thing to do now was to 
find out whether he had really left Paris. To bring him back, if he 
had, Canter went to the office of the Gazette dex Tribunaur, and 
in the interests of justice induced the editor to insert.a paragraph 
to the effect that the os-assin had escaped to Spain, This paper is 
the one most rend by criminals upon whose track the police are 
bent, so that they may know what clues have been found,and, sure 
enough, the trick broucht Viou back to Paris, where he thought 
he would be safest. Within a day or two, owing to che system of 
legistration and house-to-house visits, his hiding-place was dis- 
covered, aud some of the property of the victim found there, Viou 
mutat the time. but returning about eleven in the evening, he 
was immediately seized, 

Ne toid.a wild story and protested his innocence, but was found 
gulty and sentenced to death. On June Isth,at four in the morn- 
ing. the head gaoler of the Prison of La Roquette entered the con- 
aemped man’s cell to inform him that his hour had come, He was 
sleeping soundly, but rose up when called, saving, “Lam ready, 1 
deserve it.” Then Canler writes: * By a certain natural movement 
that is noticed in condemned prisoners who die resigned to their 
fate, he felt hungry, and a roast fowl being given to him, he ate 
nearly all of it.” 

At eight o'clock the cart containing Viou reached the Barritre 
Saint-Jncques. He got out easily ; and when asked by the execu. 
tioner if he required. help to reach the senffold. “No, thank you,” 
he said; “IT can go alone. Oblige me by taking off my cap.” 

He walked easily up the steps, and before being placed in position 
under the fatal knife, said, ina loud voice, “1 deserve my fate. I 
trust ny soul to God.” 

* e * * ° e 
FROM THE SEEN OFF WOR, 

the marster printer iss doom iss seel, me an billium iss too lai 
“ wate fore im to-nite att a loneli spott with weppings off distruc- 
shun. 

wee ear e ava wif an 5childring. alars, pore mana! butt he av 
brort itt on isself. 

e mus di, 

(Newt week,“ If You Want to Know the Time——" ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ene 

* © Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Certainly you ought to, SAMMY; Etiquette demands it quite, 
Thanks for cutting, PAL OF ALLY'S; Yes, it must have beena sight. 
Sorry, KEDGE, we cannot tell you; Probably about the first. 
Thanks for your suggestion, TEA-POT ; That would hardly quench 
his thirst. Yes, your sketch is fairish, WALTER; Jiut, alas! we 
haven't space. We hare such a Aeuy of drawings Waiting fora 
racant place. Any time you like to, WILLIAM, ALLY oil be very 
leased, What a shame, AX ENGLISH BEAUTY, Did ‘ums not 
Mike being teazed 2? Test it for yourself, ENGRAVER ; Watering the 
whisky well, Please yourself, we fancy, Avice, No, M1ss Hart, 
we cannot tell. Thanks for story, R.G. BUCKLAND ; Jt is far too 
lung for us. Fur the nicest way, A Lassik, [f you do not mind 


the fuss. —— 
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Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with hisor her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
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nom at 1 delook and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


_——s 
Tympkins, Hallo, Stony ! you look worried. a 
Nteny. Yes, 'm trying to borrow a tiver, and it i#.a job. 
Tymphing, Oh! that’s nothing to the job you'll tind it when you 
try to pay it back again. ee 
s 


Lucy. Do you think my voice would fill a hall, dear? 

Maud, Can't say, love; but 1 shouldn't wonder if it would 
empty it. a 

Muggqina, 1 should like to bea partner in Plate Glass and Com- 
pany’s firm. Do vou think they'd take me in? 

Friend. No doubt whatever about it. If not, you'd be the first 
they've ever had business transactions with that they didn’t. 


* 
THERE liver, however fair, no girl, 
We are prepared to bet, 
Who ever, with her hair in curl, 
Looked interesting yet. 


* 

Sloper, What, MceGooseley, not another drink?) Well, you sur- 
price me! It's the first time I've known you refuse a drink, 
Vhat's up? 

Me Goosely, Well, factsh ish, ole mansh, I'm in new digginsh, an’ 
not qui’ got the position of keyholesh at heart yet. 

s 


* 
Clever Little Johnny, Ma doesn't like anyone smoking in our 
house, 
Visitor, But vour father always smokes in the house, 
Clecer Little Johnny. Yes, 1 "spects that’s why he does it. 
-* 


* 
Proud Mother, Wonderful power of execution dear Laura has 
got. don’t you think, dear? 
Rored Father, Wonderful, indeed ! 


‘ She murders a composer 
every time she sits down to the piano, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 480.—The “ Lowestnft Bathing " Costume. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Aukang aroos, 


INSULT TO INJURY. 


An appeal for L.B.W. and a broken shin 
at the same time 


“SWEET, CHIMING BELLE!’ 
First Swell, Is that the belle of the town ? 
Second Swell, Yes; she gets a ring from every fresh fellow that comes down, 


“The (K night was dark——" (Fragment 


of a romance by A. SLOPER, Esq.) 


A man to whom many are attached. 


aaa 


Tat WAR ARAL. atts Spa a 


Saturday, July 8, 1893, 


Mrs. Pubtegien (suapicivuely). You're very red in the face this 
evening, Mr. L. 

Mr, Jushington, Yes, my dear, I've been laughing so at 
McGinnis, 

Mra. Lushington (laughing at him), Wumph! smiling with him, 
more likely. es 

. 

Trey had tried all the penny-in-the-slot_ mackines on the pier 
until at last they came to one that didn't respond to the macic 
bronze. “Look here, my man,” said Crumbles to the picr atten. 
dant, “that machine is to try your weight ; the next, your height ; 
the next, your strength; then your sight; and now I've put a 
penny into this thing. but 1 can't see what it’s for.” “That, sir.” 
replicd the pierman; “oh, that one is to try your patience, sir,” 

*° [Aad it dal, 


Mrs, Puncherton, Oh! I'm glad you've come in, P. Will you 
mind little Tommy while I go out and doa bit of shopping?” 

Mr, Puncherton, No, VM be banzed if ldo! but tt make hin 
mind me if that will answer the same purpose. 


*. 
WHEN we our perinission withhold from our maids 
To make themselves terrible frights, 
By frizzing their tresses, pray, can it be said 
That we are infringing their rights? 


s 
Tloatess. Now, Mr. Crowkorse, won't you give usa songz? 
Crowkuree, Really, L must ask you to excuse me. I never sing 
before company. 
Tlostcsa. Indeed! Now, I shouldn't have thought you were 
nervous, 
Crowhorse, Well—er—no, I'm not ; the fact is, they won't let me, 


s 
ps ninal Kind sir, pray give nea shilling for my six hungry 
children, 
ba Very sorry, my man, but ['m not buying any hungry 
children just now; fact is, I've got nine of my own at home 
already. ee 
e 


Letter from Landlord to Tenant. 
Dear Sir,—I beg to give you notice that from next Quarter 
Day | shall be compelled to raise your rent. Yours faithfully, 
WILLIAM GRASPALL. 
Letter from Tenant to Landlord, 
Dear §1r,—I] am pony jameet to hear it; it’s more than T can 
do, anyhow. Yours faithfully, nes JOHN STONEY. 
s 
PERHAPS one of the most delicate things we know of is a goo.l 
resolution. It is so very easily broken, 


s 
Poet. I'm sorry you can't see your way to accept that poem | 
left with you the other day, sir; I've spent many a weary hour 
over it. I can assure you. 
Editor, Ah, then | am not the only one who has suffered. 


s 
SCENE—A certain Strand Restaurant. 
Waiter. And how will you have your lobster, if you please, sir’ 
Customer, Well. I think, perhaps, I'd like it fresh, by way of 1 
change, if you think you can manage it. 


s 
Brown-Jones. You were very late for church this mornin:- 
Closeman. You didn't come in till after the first lesson. 
Closeman, No; never was so much annoyed in my life. Searched 
all over the house for half an hour to find a threepenny bit for the 
collection and couldn't. Had to put in a whole sixpence after all. 


s 
A BACHELOR firm though your clergyman be, 
You're bound to sient that you can 
Not deny for a second, a moment, that he 
Is known asa marrying man, 


s 

She (after the proposal). And you are sure, darling, that you are 
not meerring me for money? 

Tle (eagerly). My darling, how can you pain me by such a ques- 
tion? Of course not. 

She, Oh! well. | thought I'd just like to let you know, because 
papa lost all his fortune in the last Australian bank smash. 

ss 


s 
Diner, Here waiter, what's the meaning of this? I ordered 
chicken broth, didn’t 1? 
Waiter. Yea, sir, that is chicken broth. 
Diner (exhibiting several hirsute particles upon his spoon). 1s 
it? Well, it looks to me a good deal more like hair soup. 
es 


s 
“Now, this, madam,” said the obsequious salesman, “is an 
article that has been a good deal worn this season.” “ Er—thanks,” 
she responded, quietly ; “just so, but 1 don't care about anything 
second-hand.” we 
s 


Collector, Ticket, sir? 
Habitual Pawner (absently). Oh, yes, thanks! 1 don't think 
I’ve got a ha'penny. *° 


Hostess. The party's gone off splendidly, don’t you think, dear’ 
Tired Host (with an awful yarn). Oh, yes! but I wish to good- 
ness the guests would follow suit. 
ss 


s 
Reedy Tenor (at amateur theatricals) sings: “ Yes, let me like 
a Soldier fall.” 
Voice from back of Gallery. Snuff it how you like, guv‘nor, but 
get it over quickly. : 
s 
* 
Orerheard in the Strand, 
aed Mummer, Uullo! Duffermann, how are you, got a shop 
yet 
Thee Mummer. Rather, my boy ; part in the new piece at the 
rillity. 
First Mummer. No, you don't say so! What luck! What do 


you play? 
Second Mummer, Well—er—fact is Wm—er—I'm a Voice from 
Without, ee 
* 


UNSsCRUPULOUS furnituro dealers, SLOPER says, shoul make a 
epeciality of rush bottom chairs. 
s ¢ 


. 
“ MISFORTUNES never singly come 
To punish us for sins,” 
Remarked the wretched man whose wife 
Presented him with twins, 


First Man, What's become of Bawler? Got anything to do yet. 
d'ye know? 
Second Man, Oh, yes. He's taken to the platform. 
First Man, Wot! gone in for xpouting ? 
Second Man, Oh, no, the railway platform. He's a porter now 
on the London Chatham, ee 
* 


Visitor (looking over gaol), And what brought you here, ma} I 
ask, my poor man ? 
Prisoner, An attack of toothache, sir, 
Visitor, An attack of toothache? _ : 
Prisoner, Yes, it prevented the policeman on duty having )\i- 
usual snooze. oe 
s 


Ethel. Poor, dear old boy, then, and was papa eo very anc'’ 
when you asked him if you might marry me ; he seems quite t 
have set his face against you. dear? A 

George. Oh, Udon't mind thatatall. It's the way he set his bert 
against me that made me feel upset. 
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TOOTSIE AT 


— 


Wk live and learn,“ Lowestof 
a most fashionable watering place 
ot Suffolk, and is the most caster 


gg >a 

7 Po 

Ee fra aA 
LY ore 7 


I myself should have been inc 
able places might have been els 
sume, Lowestoft is nice enough | 
Honourable Billy, it has wond 
visited it long years ago and went 
believed, it was then “the beaatli 
resurrection pie and plug pudding 

Perhaps, from a middle-class pc 
able, and, at anyrate, i¢ is highly | 
The Royal Hotel and the hous 
clean to look at, and at the first 
out of a toy box and set up for o 
select, and in the evening it is tl 
and, if you have anything with yc 

What strikes a stranger most al 
children, of all sorts and sizes, an 
littering the sands in the morning 
paddling in the ocean wave. Tot 
and got almost drenched bya big 
our enjoyment, a forward male 
rudely called to us to come out 
not to forget that we were growin 

I fear we have been mistaken in| 
we imagine that his intention is 
We are not in an hotel, but in 
which Bob and Billy cateh, Th 


Pitch-a 


company, but the fish they get 
awlul when cooked. 

Sut this is not the worst, Th 
(2s. Gd.) allowed hiin weekly by h 
back rents (1s, 23d.) have been we 
and the two poor things are quite 

The free gratis shelters, of whic 
or you are tired, are a great insti 
trade, as the saging is. Here ne 
are to be found in great force, an 

Lowestoft has its objects of h 
and George the First's houses, 
There are some beautiful places 
omit to pay a visit to Fritton Dec 
Hall also, which, by the way, is a 

Temperance taverns appear. to 
might do Poor Pa good if Ma bre 

_ Yachts and wherries are to be | 

girls, having met somebody accic 
on the Broads and lakes and rive 
says my friend, Clement Scott, 
“campers-out and canoeists, ang) 
painters, smokers and _idlers wil 
with the waterways of Norfolk : 
and pasture-land, teeming with | 
with waving reeds and wild tlowe 


The Dook's | 


When we returned from our tr 
Dook Snook, driven to desperati 
surmpled his wares. They were t 
wey through half a one each, 


Saturday, duly 8, 1893, 


icivuely), You're very red in the face this 
, my dear, I've been laughing so at 


hing at him), Wumph! smiling with him, 
ss 
s 


p penny-in-the-slot_ mackines on the pier, 
to one that didn't respond to the miacic 
yman,” said Crumbles to the picr atten. 
try your weight; the next, your height; 
then your sight; and now I've put a 
nt lL ean't see what it’s for.” © That, sir.’ 
h, that one is to try your potience, sir.” 

*° [Aad it dal, 


I'm glad you've come in, P. Will you 
1 go out and doa bit of shopping? 

‘ll be hanged if Ldo! but Pl make him 
ver the same purpose. 


. 
rinission withhold from our maids 
clyves terrible frights, 
tressex, pray, can it be said 
fringing their rights? 


s 
wkorse, won't you give usa sonz? 
ust ask you to excuse me. I never sing 


w, I shouldn't have thought you were 

no, I'm not ; the fact is, they won't let me. 
a 

ray give nea shilling for my six hungry 


my mon, but ['m not buying any hungry 
is, I've got nine of my own at home 
se 
s 
rom Landlord to Tenant, 
give you notice that from next Quarter 
to raise your rent. Yours faithfully, 
WILLIAM GRASPALL. 
rom Tenant to Landlord, 
leased to hear it; it's more than T can 
fully, a JOHN STONEY. 


s 
ost delicate things we know of is a gool 
easily broken, 


n't see your way to accept that poem | 
day, sir; I've spent many a weary hour 


not the only one who has suffered. 


s 
certain Strand Restaurant. 
vou have your lobster, if you please, sir? 
k, perhaps, I'd like it fresh, by way of 2 
can manage it. 

s 


very late for church this mornin:. 
nme in till after the first lesson. 

as so much annoyed in my life. Searched 
f an hour to find a threepenny bit for the 
Had to put in a whole sixpence after all. 


s 
rm though your clergyman be, 
| to admit that you can 
second, a moment, that he 
. marrying man, 


s 
). And you are sure, darling, that you are 
ey 
ng, how can you pain me by such a ques- 


ht I'd just like to let you know, because 
n the last Australian bank smash. 


. nd 
= 
hat’s the meaning of this? I ordered 


s chicken broth. 
‘al hirsute particles upon his spoon). 1s 
2 good deal more like hair soup. 

ss 


s 
said the obsequious salesman, “is an 
d deal worn this season.” “Er—thanks,” 
just so, but 1 don't care about anything 
es 
* 


ently). Oh, yes, thanks! 1 don't think 
es 
s 
ne off splendidly, don't you think, dear’ 
ful yarn). Oh, yes! but I wish to good- 
ow suit. 
se 
ir theatricala) sings: “ Yes, let me like 


lery. Snuff it how you like, guv‘nor, but 
=F 


heard in the Strand, 
! Duffermann, how are you, got a sho} 


r, my boy ; part in the new piece at the 
» don't say so! What luck! What do 


—er—fact is l'’m—er—I'm a Voice from 
ss 
* 
iro dealers, SLOPER says, should make a 
chairs. 
s ¢ 


. 
NES never singly come 
us for sine,” 
1e wretched man whose wife 
him with twins, 


me of Bawler? Got anything to do yet. 


He's taken to the platform. 
in for ®pouting? 
e railway platform. He's a porter now 
s¢ 
* 
ol), And what brought you here, may | 


toothache, sir. 

othache? i F 

ited the policeman on duty having !!i- 
ss 


oy, then, and was papa so very anc'’ 
ou might marry me ; he seems quite t 
ou. dear? A 
ithatatall. It’s the way he set his boot 
feel upset. 


Satu Gay, Joly 8, 1$93.] 


TOOTSIE AT LOWESTOFT. 


as 

Wir live and learn. © Lowestoft.” says the good guide-book, “is 
amost fishionable watering place, sitiited on the north-east coast 
Gt Sutlolk, and is the most custern part of England. 


Paddling. 


I myself should have been inclined to think that more fashion- 
able places might have been elsewhere discovered ; but, all the 
sume, Lowestoft is nice enough in its way, and, according to the 
Honourable Billy, it has wonderfully improved since he first 
visited it long years ago and went to school there. If Billy may be 
believed, it was then “the beastliest hole out, and they gave you 
resurrection pie and pl ug pudding twice a week.” 

Perhaps, from a middle-class point of view, Lowestoft is fashion- 
able, and, at anyrate, it is highly respectable and prim and proper. 
The Royal Hotel and the houses around it are all wonderfully 
Clean to look at, and at the first glance seem to have been taken 
out of a toy box and set up for our amusement. The pier is very 
select, and in the evening it is the fashion to promenade thereon, 
and, if you have anything with you worth mashing, to mash. 

What strikes a stranger most about Lowestoft is the number of 
children, of all sorts and sizes, and the countless crowds of babies 
littering the sands in the morning, building castles and dykes and 
paddling in the ocean wave. Tottie and Lardi and 1 paddled also, 
and got almost drenched bya big wave. But when at the height o 
our enjoyment, a forward male man (an excursionist, | believe) 
rudely called to us to come out at once, and told us we ought 
not to forget that we were growing big girla now. 

I fear we have been mistaken in Bub. the route he has chosen, 
we imagine that his intention is to study the strictest economy. 
We are not in an hotel, but in lodgings, and live chietly on fish 
which Bob and Billy catch, This, it is true, frees us from their 


Pitch-an:l-toss, 


company. but the fish they get in Oulton Broad are something 
awlul when cooked. 

Sut this is not the worst. The Honourable Billy’s bun mone 
(2s. Gd.) allowed him weekly by his mamma,and the Dook Snook’s 
back rents (ls. 23d.) have been won by Lord Bob at pitch-and-toss, 
and the two poor things are quite penniless, hungry and athirst. 

The free gratis shelters, of which there are many, in case it rains 
or you are tired, area great institution at Lowestoft, and do a big 
trade, ax the saging is. Here needlework and novelette reading 
ure to be found in great force, and babies again in abundance, 

Lowestoft has its objects of historical interest—its Cromwell 
and George the First's houses, and its ancieut houses of tlint. 
There are some beautiful places round about, and you should not 
omit to pay a visit to Fritton Decoy, a beautiful lake. Goto Fritton 
Ilall also, which, by the way, is a temperance tea gardens. 

Temperance taverns ap rear to be plentiful in these parts. It 
might do Poor Pa good if Ma brought him down. 

_Yachts and wherries are to be hired by the day or week, and we 
girls, having met somebody accidentally, had a very jolly day out 
on the Broads and lakes and rivers.“ Perhaps, in years to come,” 
says my friend, Clement Scott, in his charming “ Poppyland,” 
“campers-out and canoeists, anglers and yachtsmen, dreamers and 
painters, smokers and idlers will come and make acquaintance 
with the waterways of Norfolk and Suffolk, bordered with trees 
and pasture-land, teeming with tixsh and decorated at every turn 
with waving reeds and wild tlowers.” 


The Dook's last resource. 


When we returned from our trip, a sorry sight awaited us. The 
Dovk Snook, driven to desperation, had opened a whelk stall, We 
sitnpled his wares. They were terribly tough, but we worried our 
wey through half a one each, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No. 9.—Ricuarp MI. 

THIS, probably, is not an impostor at all, except in the 
garb with which historians provided him, and he is, in fact, to be 
regarded altogether as a maligned man. Asa genius and a well- 
meaning ruler as known to ourselves and our deep researches, he 
towers above every other compeer. As portrayed by history, as an 
unscrupulous villain, as a murderer of old men, maidens, strong 
brothers and children, he is a fraud. Let us go into detail. 

Clarence was his brother, and he had him drowned in a butt of 
Malmsey wine. Richard was the firat of the staunch teetotalers. 
He wanted to put a stop to drinking. Where was a striking 
example? Why, the very thing! Think of all the newspapers 
coming out with leaders commencing, “The King has, indeed, set 
ag example in high places, and has sacrificed the Duke of 
Clarence, his own brother, by drowning him in wine in which he 
was previously made most remarkably drunk.” Vicat Rer. And 
there you are, don't sou know, 

And then, when he sticks his toasting-fork into poor King 
Henry's stomach, consider what a good turn he was doing the 

r, mild old man, who was in a state of botheration all his life to 
now whether he was King or wasn't, or somebody else was, and 
socn, And Henry was mated to that awful wild cat and terima- 
gant, aarasret of Anjou. Phew! fancy living with that spittire. I 
wouldn't ve done it for a king's wages with free brandy and 
cigars. Not much! No, Richard was doing him a good and 
benevolent turn, and Henry must have bles him when he felt 
the steel, and passed away with the blessed knowledge that there 
would be another job for the coroner, and that he himself would 
fill the leading réle. 

There's always been a lot of unpleasantness trumped up about 
smothering the children in the Tower, but I can't see it. They 
were fatherless infants, and hadn't their father's club-money or 
saying of that kind to come on, Then they'd got all sorts of 
horrors like measles and scarlet fever to look forward to, not to 
mention smallpox, and smallpox wasn't all jam and ‘butter. 
scotch and tottee in those days, not it. It laid hold of you, 
and it marked you: didn’t Ee pit you, but put in_ regular 
digs, and left you lame and halt and cock-eyed and fit for 
nothing but to bea Kank Holiday cockshy when the proprietor of 
the row was out of cokers. Now, I want to know what's to prevent 
Richard—the Good Richard—making a vow and saying, “ Look 
here, so-help-me-ten-men-and-a-boy-tea-toast -and - good - garden- 
stuff! I'm not going to allow these two boys o' mine—these pooty 
little, roundy-poundy, hoop-de-dooden doos—to be humbugged 
about and made hideous with this yer small-pox that’s ragin’. No. 
Sooner than that, ['ll employ two  highigcag cy assassins, who know 
their business, to put a nice soft feather bolster across their faces, 
and to sit on it afterwards.” And the two gentlemanly assassins 
having been paid for their services at the market value, which was 
disgracefully cheap in those days, and hardly worth the porterage 
of the bodies, the philanthropic Richard orders them each to 
jabbed in the back by some other members of the corps, and the 
pleasant little episode ends, 

As for his putting his brother Edward to sleep, that was 
mtriotism—pure patriotism. Edward hadn't the makings of a 
ing about him—too fond of ladies, and used to drink between 

meala, which, when you've got to keep your head clear for making 
treaties and carrying on wars ix not cricket. No, gentlemen, it 
really is not the strict game. Besides, in the matter of morality. 
Mr. and Mra. Kdward were both a bit near the knuckle. An 

morality was Richard's strongest suit—it was here that he held all 
the honours in his hand, besides one or two little trumps in his 
pocket, to be dropped in when absolutely necessary. 

Then there’s that little al¥air about the Duke of Buckingham. 
But put it to yourself; the play was hanging fire a bit when Buck- 
bog comes on. What does Richard do?) Shouta out short and 
sharp: 

“ Orf with ‘is ‘ead !” 

Well, you know that startles up the pit a bit, and makes every- 
body comfortable. But when he looks erinzing and malicious, and, 
creeping along. snarls, *So—so much for B-u-u-uckingham !” why, 
they all gave a shout that made the tumblers in the gallery ring 
—at least. they did the night [ saw it at the Surrey, 

And then Richard was a cripple, and he fought and died game, 

Now, then, isn’t the other Kichard in the books an impostor, and 
my man a real, good, right-out ‘un? 


THE BARBER. 


THE Barber's a curious fellow, 
There isn't a doubt about that : 
As you sit in his chair, he makes ¢hénaer your hair, 
Then straigntway upon it puts sat. 


If axked, he will joyfully guzzle 
Champagne a fa SLOPER with you: 
Yet, ever and oft. in his acceuts xo soft 
You will hear the man murmur “cham ? pooh !" 


He ne‘er to the dodges of Fagin 
Resorts, to procure him a meal : 
Yet it’s plain to your eyes, as his razor he plies, 
That he’s greatly accustomed to steed, 


At timex, when we pay him a visit, 
In deep tribulation we mope : 
And, though nothing he knows of the cause of our woes, 
He commences by giving us (s)eap / 
Not greedy, he lives by much scraping : 
Not haughty, he exts his best friend : 
And, though timid and weak, yet the noses he'll tweak 
Of big men who his body could rend. 


He gets us our hair off, albeit 
Our temper be calm and unbreezy : 
And, though hard he may slave, yet ere getting a shave 
We are told that his work is done easy ! 


—_—>——— 


THE EFFECT OF MAKING A NEW STREET. 


A FEW years ago the Irish held possession—almost indisputable 
nossession—of the narrow streets of the Seven Dials. But right 

hind them to the N.W.—in old Compton Street for instance— 
and again on the S.E., down to Covent Garden, the land was the 
land of the Hebrews, Then the meddling County Council came 
along, and, nothing would do but it must pull down half the Dials 
and run the other half into Compton Street, calling the whole 
thing “Shaftesbury Avenue,” and mixing the Paddies and the 
Ikeys together in the most distressing manner. igang a 
“ SLOPER” young man up there the other day to see how it wor! 
he reported to ALLY in the following dramatic manner : 

ScENE— Exterior of a Ly os. owe fl in Dudley Street. 

Mrs. Jacobs (or rather her head and shoulders, at third floor 
window, to her ten-year-old daughter, in the street below). Becka— 
Becka! Vhy doan you keep away from them O'Flah'rty chiltren— 
don'd you know yer fader von't have yer mix vit ‘em? — 

Mrs. O'Flaherty (popping her head out of window just below, 
and addressing Wr Taroke . Och, ye dorrty insult'n shaney ! 
Send down y’r coti'n-backed husband, and b’ th’ pow’rs Oill boite 
th’ eye out av him! 

(Momentary scuffle at the aes window, Mrs. J. replaced 
DY Mred. 

Mr. Jacobs, O! you vouldt pice der eye owit of me, vouldt you? 

Mr, O'Flaherty. Oi would that, ye dorrty dog! | 

Mr. Jacobs. Vell, pe careful vhat you say, you Irish bodatoes ! 

Mra, Jacobs (popping her head out by the side of her husband's), 
You leaf my good man alone. Ve haf alvays said—vhere dere is 
Irish dere is ignorance! . 

Mrs, O' Flaherty ( popping her head out and imitating Mre. Js 
evice). Chacobs, Chacobs. hoory oop und vash der children—here 
comes der Board of *Ealth! 

[ Frantic adjournment of all partics to the staircase. 
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THERE is not on all the broad bosom of the silver Thames a 
daintier house-bout than the * Heart's Delight.” Look at her ss she 
lies there under < . 
the shade of the 7" Wa Soe 
overhanging pote” 
Dranches, her § : SS 
pale tinted walls, } ce 
with their tlower- 
decked windows, 
reflected in’ the 
placid tide; huce 
vases, bearin: 
scarlet masses of 
pelargoniums 
standing at her 
doors; rare palms, 
ferns, and exotics 
waving green and 
coo) beneath the 
dainty striped 
awnings forward 
and aft, with 
luxury ands re- 
finement — every 
visible gniety 
always audible. 

The company 
are in keeping 
with their sur. 
roundings. There 
is scarcely a 
smarter party 
afloat. The girls 
are the pink of 
fashion ; the men 
the mould of 
form. With all that wealth can procure, with beauty to crown 
the glory of the picture, is there room for care aboard the * Heart's 
Delight”? 

Yes, deep down in Derrick Brindon’s heart care is gnawing like 
a canker worm. He loves Beryl Vyse with a passion that consumes 
him, and she has no smiles for him, save such as she tlings broad- 
cast on all the others. Her eloquent glances and her tender mur- 
murs are reserved for Courtenay Tyrrel, that scented dandy who, 
when his gouty grandfather has shuflled off this mortal coil, will 
be one of the rulers of the land, with a voice predominant over the 
peopels will—for a time. A 

His heart aches as he watches the heir presumptive to a peerage 
handing, with an air of proprietorship, that willowy form from 
his punt to the house-buat. What a melting glance she gives him. 
Oh! is it possible 
that she, too, can 
worship the gol- 
den calf with 
whom he uncom- 
plimentarily com. 
pares the gilded 
vouth in immacu- 
late grey tlannels 
and the palest of 
mile pink hat 
ribbons? She 
looks up at Der. 
rick from the att 
gunwiale of the 
houseboat, oo 
that his eves rot 
on the perfect 
ovalof thedaints. 
dimpled face with: 
the wavy hair. 
kissing the swee: 
brow just above 
the perfect eye- 
brows, He tries 
to steel his heart 
against her love- 
liness, but in 
vain; and for 
the tirst time in 
his life he 
wishes he were 
alordling én case 
or in future, 

But, for all hia wealth, Derrick is not of aristocratic lineage. 
His wealth has been got out of trade. He would be the ast mau 
in the world to be ashamed of it ; but since he has met Beryl] Vyse, 
becnuse it haa seemed to him she cares for these fripperies, he 
would fain have them—to be able to give them to her. ; 

Perhaps the Hon. Courtenay Tyrrel, too, ix concentrating his 
thoughts on Beryl Vyse. Anyway, he is guiding his punt most 
erratically, heedlexs of the warning shout from Derrick, 

“By Jove! he’s drifting into the weir race; he'll be drawn in 
and go over.” . 

And Courtenay Tyrrel suits the action to Derrick'’s words, fot 
in another moment his punt is whirling madly along straight to 
where the cascade shows its teeth, as it gallops roaring over the 
weir. He makes 2 mad plunge with his pole, but he is out of 
depth. He misses his footing and falls into the swirling current. 

“What are you 
doing?” cries 
Beryl] Vyse to 
Derrick, who is 
kicking off his 
shoes. 

“Going to save 
the man you love, 
if 1 can,” he says. 

me And you, too, 
will be drowned,’ 
she cries. “Oh, 
Derrick, don’t 
youknow?” And 
her eyes tell him 
her secret. She 
loves Derrick 
Brindon after all, 
and it was her 
woman's way to 
hide it. 

Yes, she knows 
she loves him, as 
she sees him 
emerge after his 
plunge from the 
roof of the house- 
boat and strike 
out towards the 
drowning man he 
had deemed his 
rival. He has 
seized him and 
clings to him like 
a bull-dog, swimming likea retriever. Just then Derrick throws 
up one hand and clutches the overhanging branch of a_ tree, 
To this he and the man he has saved cling till willing hands 
with ropes, hooks snd poles come to their rescue. 

And when Derrick Brindon married Beryl Vyse, the Honourable 
Courtenay Tyrrel was best man. 


Tris heart aches as he watches, 


== ; = ye 


“GQoing to save the man you love.” 


Clutches the overlianging branch of a tree. 
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AT’ THE SEASIDE: ee - cece ws sina ae as 
familias, Tlow do you like your gee-gree ? lere Uncle, try one of my ensokes, She. We also sell it by the cask, jar or bottle. id 
as Girl, You are pa good as the real donkey, Daddy. mild, don't be afraid.” He (jrom itvery stable). I wish you suld it by the hour, day or job. cca." —Extrastt from Letter af Young lady, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HARRY PLEON, Esq. 


©4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to recetve photographs from those 
of her Jriewts whose portraits have nut yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


Av II abed Vessel ° 


| 


( 


= 3 
-—she “Press - De 


Here ron are, my noble patrons ! 
wiiting for the Roval Wedding Proc 
ence! Pwilk db don't wonder at all 
Lath joined inwedlock happilu:— 
bor idere dtalress!'—A Jirst-rate ban 


(1) “You have played many parts, Mr. Peon?” interrogated A. St.OFER, busy t..e fact that the Maiden is not her mother's sister, but that she (the mother) is her 
with his notes. “Indeed, ves; from those in Shakespeare tou pantomime clown.” aunt, aud the pawnbroker down the street her uncle, then dies. Time of representa- 
“And some works, *Kecitations, Khymes, and Ridiculosities, and *Drolleries and tion—three minutes. “Yes,” remarked A, SLOPEM, as he wiped the perspiration 
Dramas up to Date,’ testify that you are a poct and playwright of no mean onter. from his heated brow, “a fine play, but requires cutting.” “ And now you will take 
What can be finer than the lines in* Ninety Years Ago’ ?—(2)* We danced the gay a little refreshment,” said Mr. Pleon, producing a devilled kippered herring, and 4 
mazurka to The music of the bands; Lut, tire! of waltzing on her feet, She danced bottle of extra dry Mumm, “Here you are! The Kipper and his Boy.” While 
upon her hands’! Lovely bit of word-painting, that. And your dram: A. SLOVER was refreshing, Mr. Pleon kindly recited “The Seven Ages of Drink.” 
studied all your plays, Pleon.”  “ Have you really ?” cried the gratified au and when he came to the closing lines where the drunkard “ Falls dead—and seek: 
beaming, “I think,” aided he, modestly, ** The Dustman’s Vengeance’ thwe distant realms of warmth, Where fur-lined overcoats are never worn,”——(4) 
' kidney pasty.” “You are right,'Enery—A happy conceit! Let us ran turons A. SLOPER saw in his mind’s eye what might happen in the near future, and mentally 
t' “Who yet hns gazol upon a fairer maid ?"—The Dook Snook, emma a Samer tley as both ileal for. cues parts— ite siden: A. SOEE Re vavel (the bottle being now empty and Mr. Pleon’s steam-roller waiting at the door 
wh rs ; ‘ nS). Yilain, HAKKY PLEON, Fsq. The Maiden enters and is confronted by the to take him to the Halls) that not another drop of alcohul should his lips untii 
“Ch, that T had some faint hope to win her! —Lord hob. Villain, He says she shall be his. Thrilling struzzle; ashot is frei. and Villain is he reached the Sloper Arms, on his homeward foarney.——5) When he gained the 
i “With such @ beauteous prize to win I'll never know struck on the chest with a saveloy ; his yor not being handy an umbrella is substi- street he paused and listened. Yes, Mr. Vicon was quoting from “The Mumuner’s 
‘h despair 1" —The Hon, Billy. tuted, kindly leut by A. SLorri, Bsq. Villain falls mortally wounded, aud reveals Yarn,” “I bade the old liar a fond adieu!” Tbe Old Man wept. 


THE ELDER ARGUES. 


No, 291.—Miss Lovig SPENCER. 


THE GLORIOUS MARCH OF CI 


~~ len) 
i4 < 
Cael 


SHE DION’'T KNOW (? 

Pradhead (loq.). Er—Im wather a st 

Torquay ; could you—er—kindly direct me 
bathing wove ? 

(And she swept on “in maiden mec 


if () The Elder got excited while arguing with Mr, McParritch. (2) For McParritch was very abusive indecd. (3) When the Elder lost hold and French nailed Parritch, saying : “Ye stupid ass! Why didn’t 5@ 
9" 


pit on yer hat when ye eaw I was comin’ 
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ve." —Extrast from Letter af Young . 


ARRY PLEON, Esq. 


~ 


mother's sister, but that she (the mother) is her 
street her uncle, then dies. Time of representa- 
rked A. SLOPER, as he wiped the perspiration 
but requires cutting.” “And now you will take 
n, producing a devilled kippered herring, and 4 
» you are! The Kipper and his Boy.” While 
eon kindly recited “The Seven Ages of Drink. 

nes where the drunkard “ Falls dead—and seeks 
here fur-lined overcoats are never worn,”——(4) 
at might happen in the near future, and mentally 
and Mr. Pleon’s steam-roller waiting at the door 
another drop of alcohol shoul! pass his lips unti! 
homeward journey.—(5) When he gained the 
» Mr. Vicon was quoting from “The Mumuiner’s 
lieu!” The Old Nan wept. 


tch, saying : “Ye stupid ass! Why didn't 5° 
w I was comin’?” 


Torquay ; could you—er—kindly direct me to the gentlemen's 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here son are, my noble patrons! here's something for you all, calculated to while away the time year againa fine display Of loveliness at Henley gay :—Sowe Parliamentary golf dchold ; Twas 
wiiting for the Royal Wedding Procession to come along. What's that you say ?—get to business at —s moat exciting, Lam told :—This annual fixture, played at Lovd's, A lot of interest affords :—An 
ence! Ewill ddon't wonder at all at your imputience.— Prince George and Princess May you ace, awkward man thia to get out. Seott! how he knocks the balls about. —There, that’s about all Lean 
Lath joined in wedlock happaa:—What words can England's grief express! What language paint — do for you to-day, I'm afraid. ladies and gentlemen, Call again this day week. and [ doubt not 
er dere distress —A first-rate band y yo, hear them play, On the Embankment any day:—This that you'll get another just as fine entertainment from-—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


Band. 


THE VERY LATEST. 


CRICKET NOTES. 
Did.ilesez now possexves a first class “bowler.” 


ih 


y Wet 
/ (A 
VA YT - 
a VU 


Mts 


Mh) ‘ 
‘ifs 
y ~ 
YY = 
Yl 
SHE DION’T KNOW (?). 
Pradhead (loq.). Er—I'm wather a stwanger, misa, in 


A REAL “DAISY” 

“Well, there! all we can say is that the Ingnbrious yonth who 

comes so often down Shoe Lane vocally informing the worid 
(And she swept on “in maiden meditation fancy free.” “Good luck to the Princess May and George, the Duke of York.” that he's ‘arf crazy ‘—that he jully well looks it, that's all |” ; 


Luthing wove ? 


(Saturday, July 8, 1893. 


E OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
§ THE WEEK ENviNG 15TH JULY, 1893. 

== 
Tom Moore, under this date, quotes a story 
ring from a mistress he wis tired of the ol | 
ne change quien mourant,” sent back i seal 
he following motto: “J’en change (oa lex 
‘motto to accompany @ preseut of dr of 
> to mect again.’ 


—A wild goose was shot on ® moor near 
ad a brass collar round its neck, bearing an 
elating to a previous capture, with the date 
en as evidence of the long life of some of 


ee 
-This day a murderer, named Busch, before 
stron, kuocked down the priest who was 
ll, and, rushing out in the new clotues given 
icceeded in pening the street. After a chase 
he was retaken and beheaded after desperate 


—— 
—A curious picture of old world travel is 
r this date: rie was about 3 in the after. 
lor Gravesend, accompanied by my cousin 
Glanvill, who there supp’d with me and 
yoke post immediately to Dover, where | 
ing, and about 11 that night went on board 
innace of 8 guns; this being the first time 
| obtained a convoy, having severall times 
We had a good passage, tho’ chased for some 
he durst not attnq our frigat, and we then 
mder the protection of the Castle at Calais. 


—The Nationai Assembly of France on this 
cockade should be of the colours of the City 
ed”; but as these were already the colours 
1s, white, the old coluur of France, was added 
de Lafayette. 


pe ath 
.—James Munyard, the Adelphi comedian: 
irty-five. : 


—The Sheffield Iris, of this date, gives some 
‘of William Sampson, chimneysweep, and of 
d by “climbing children,” girls as well as 
pprenticed, before he was eight years old, to 
.veral years he had scarcely ever an oppor- 
wearied and wounded limbs ina bed, The 
ruinous stable was his usual lodging till three 
g, the usual hour of rising. His knees and 
, for a long time, in euch a raw and ulcerated 
.e misery of climbing up a rough chimney 
and the effects of these complicated, unceas- 
ch as to produce distortion and render him 4 


SEE? 
rer smiled ; no gleam of mirth 
p those saddened eyes 5 
rkling jest, no brilliant pun 
erriment gave Tike. 
fter page of that broad sheet 
onned with clouded brow, oe 
viled vet once at jokes ver whica 
Hion‘s roared ere now, 
why, vou ask? Aes don’t you sve 
reason, stupid elf? 
ghed not ut those jest? becasse 
rrote them all himself. 


——_———_ 


9T GOOD ENOUGH. 
| shall have to give you notice to leave this 


atever for, Mary? [thought you were gettin: 
at’s the matter; What have you got ty coi 


tall me. mun; it’s—er—it’s my young tiv 
ung man? ; , 
@ ways as ‘ow ‘e can't stand them there smose 
at no price. 


--——. ——--- 


YOR OLD CHAPPIE! 


wo points Brighton agreed unanimously 2 port 
pronounced no decided opinion, for, des ' 
e timea, there's still a deal of masculine eh 
e first point was the transcendent superiont 
of Evangeline Engledrop of Regency Squire. 
ame qualification in respect of the beaux vt 
antoutle, stopping at the Métropole. ; 
noon Evangeline was driving along the Hore 
oad in an open phaeton, with a large by 
re. Just up by King’s Gardens the hors “a 
pgan toshy. Of course, Evangeline thuns tly 
iboard and, luoking anxiously around, save + 
n. ; : 
body help me with this horrid horse ' 5 
was hard by. Perey heard her. _ He hastily 
ing his rattan cane at a dozing chaise-gowt ie 
y horse. , : 
that horse,” thought Percy Perigord de I a 
hat he had never been born. He will now & 
on.” 


e horse by the bit with both hands, and suv 
to starboard. It seemed as if that horses 
s—could keep his feet remarkably well. | : re 
him again, when the horse rove up on his it : 
noticed before what he noticed then. is ‘af 
high! And he never knew till then ibs is 
high when he gets up on his hind legs as 8 
inary manner. Percy noticed all this, becaus 
bit and went up with the horse. tke 
f acenery. and he gazed down on the gl fe i 
away Worthingwards, and en oyed anti 
he horse was shaking his head like a dog are 
sand pawing ips his a And Evange!! 
elling like a Hottentot ! = 
ine serious. The horse was beginning to tu 
tting his nose higher up in the ozone wir ee 
himself. Percy thought he caught i 
f the harbour at Newhaven, with the Diet'l 


sllows and the boatmen on the gravel wee 
hem—diabolical, heathenish grins, with *" 
and mockiug laugh, And one man ae 
yer shoulder: crack the hoss over yer shoul 
rin’ back !” , ee 
hear next? The shrill voice of Bvange' ne 
For pity'’s sake somebody make that '' 
” 


‘Hove policeman got Percy by the shoulder 


: sinking * 
and sat him in the gutter. Then, wid ny 
in her gratitude, didn't resent it—he ev 
rive her home? 


2 is thy sting? 
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THE WEDDING. 


—S 


‘T18 no wonder I feel frisky, 
Considering the whisky 
I've drunk from towns in Cornwall 
unto Harwich ; 
And there's no one who's ob- 
jected, 
For ‘tis always 


ly all thee 


most ex- 


pecter 
That you drink healths whenever 
there's a marriage, 


The one of which I'm talking 
Is above the usual ch 
In fact, as a wedding, * 


equal ; 
And people find 
ment 
By taking much enjc 
Which is, 1 think, a very ntting 
sequel, 


So that’s why I'm excited, 
And all men are invited 
That live north, south, east, or 
west of Harwich, 
To drink with me in bumpers 
(ON) (The bumpers must be thum.- 


. ters), 
To the royal and the very latest marriage ! 


FAIRLY KIDDED. 

As Reginald Stonyville’s well-known knock awoke the echoes, 
his fair young wife dashed hastily down the stairs, and almost 
before Mary, the “general,” had cl the door upon him, had 
tlung her arms about his neck in an apparent ecstasy of joy. “My 
dear, dear old boy,” she exclaimed, “how glad I am to see you 
home again.” 

Reginald Stonyville seemed a trifle dazed. “ Er—er—it’s very 
kind ot you, dear, I'm sure,” he stuttered, as he recovered a trifle, 
“but—er—you don't always exhibit this pleasure at my return.” 

“Oh, Reggy! how cruel of you, I'm sure I'm always overjoyed 
to see my darling back from his long, hard day in that awful City ; 
but come, dear, dinner will be getting cold.” 

As one ina dream, the bewildered man suffered himself to be led 
into the dining-room. “What, Mabel!” he exclaimed, his eyes 
brightening, as his glance fell upon the daintily decked 
“soles, my favourite tish too, and—er—what, Mabel! a duck an 
peas to follow? Oh, this is too good of you, dear, but don't you 
think you've been, perhaps, a wee bit ex—extravagant—er— 

“Not a bit of it, darling 
old. boy,” was the gaily 
spoken response, “I saved 
it all out ef my housckeep- 
ing allowance, I'm ao glad 
you like it. Do you know 
T can’t bear to think of you 
coming home to a comfort- 
less meal, it quite pains me, 
for you know you haven't 
been looking at all well 
lately, love.” 

“Oh, 1 don't know, pet, 
I feel fairly fit.” 

“Oh yes, of course you 
say so, but then I know 
you're the last person to 
cry out. No; I'm sure, 
dear, you're like me—we're 
both of us anything but 
well. I fancy, perhaps, 
there's something wrong 
with the drains, or else 
you've been working too 
hard, or something.” 

" Well—er—yes, little woman, I have been pegging at it lately, 

perhaps, 
_ “I knew it,” was the answer ; “1 said to myself only this morn- 
ing, ‘What right have I to complain of being unwell, even though 
| do feel fit to drop at times, and there's poor Reggy working his 
very life out up in the City. 1 feel sure,’ I said to myself, ‘tho 
dear fellow needs some sort of a change.’” 

“Ah!” said Reginald, suspiciously, in the act of conveying a 
portion of.duck to his mouth. 

“Yes, love; and—er—I was reading the Jelegraph at the time— 
it was a most fortunate chance, for, do you know, my eye fell on 
the most attractive advertisement of seaside apartments, quite too 
ndiculously cheap, dear, and such nice rooms, too, and close on to 
the front. Wasn't that lucky, darling? The very thing, I thought, 
for poor, wearied, hard-worked Reggy ; and so, dearest, I eat down 
at once and wrote and engaged the rooms in case anybody should 
snap them up.” 

Reginald said nothing, but gulped down a final mouthful of duck 
with an effort, and, rising from the table, went out to tind “ Brad- 


shaw,” and do a little mild cursing in the solitude of the next 
apartment, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 106.—CorRYNTHIA CORNCAKE. 


To heaven there floats from 

myriad throats ([love; 

A wail of wildest woe, my 

A myriad hearts are pierced 
with darts, 

A mpriad heads hang low, 


my love. 
The earth is drenched with 
teardrops wrenched 
From many. a weeping orb, 
my love; 
Past all belief, a sponge-like 
rief [love! 
Doth all our joys absorb. my 


For three long years our loud- 
est cheers [my love; 
Have hailed thee every eve 
Such fame as thine in tuneful 


shrine 
No girl did e’er achieve, my 


love. 
N\. But twelve days hence—oh, 
shock immense !— 
4 Thou'lt bid us all adieu, my 
SI love, 


And quit the “Friy.” and 
grandly live {love! 
In glorious ease at Kew, my 


Yet on the wage thou'st earned 
from stzge 
Thou not retirest thus, my 
; love ; 
A craftier wheeze has made thee seize 
Ten thousand pounds and plus, my love, 
Which thou did’st bone by making known 
(Much good it’s done, 1 hope, my love !) 
T he startling news that thou did'st use 
No soap save Oueers's Soap, my love! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


THE CLARENCE HOTEL, DUBLIN, Junc 22nd, 1893, 

Dear 81R,—Here is a little bit of Insh : 

Chirgwin. Ladies and gentiemen, I will now play “ The Blue- 
bells of Scotland.” i 

Gallery Boy, Och! play the Rluchbel's of Oirland. 

Here is another one for you: 

Ghirgwin (tu servant). Go wad get me three pennyworth of 
macvaroni, 

Servant, Shure Oi've bin to the shop.and they say they have not 
got any Mrs. Maloney. 

These are both facts. Ever yours, 

HE WHITE-EYED KAFFIR. 


a 


CBr cc ‘ 
healthy. A great-idea would be for you w «0... , 
and introduce an American.edition of yourself. 1 feel sure, when 
they got to know you thoroughly, they would positively worship you. 
Can't you manage it? I suppose you have heard of my latest and 
greatest cong, * Daisy Bell,” which 1 hear has convulsed the metro- 
polis?) Would youlike a copy? Whether or not, I send youone b 
this post. By the way, when is my picture to appear iu your“ Gal- 
lery "2? I have, of course, brought the “ Award” home with me. 
Indeed, it is my one anxiety when away from home. 1! lost my 
trunk containing it on the way home, ond it nearly broke ms heart 
to think that perhaps I should not be able to get a du; licate of the 
dear old testimonial to my greatness, With everlasting affection, 
believe me, ever your faithful reader, HARRY DACRE. 
————— 
SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 173—HE HOBANOBS WITH YORK. 

As from his cosy morning-room 

Prince George looked forth, his face's bloom 

Was tarnished by a wan, white gloom. 

He called his page.and wept: “UM 

Increase at once thy weckly wage, 

My kind foot-page, my lenl foot-page, 

if by some cozenage thou'lt engage 

To crush yon loathsome reptile!” 


But, light of heart, across the lawn 

(In fine new suit redeemed.from pawn) 

The noxious pest had nearer drawn, 
The dogs were fiercely snarling, 

And shortly he who knows no guile, 

The Hero of the Gamp and Tile, 

In drawing-room, with barze-wide smile, 
Sat waiting for his darling. 

The Duke he sobbed, the Duke he sighed, 

The massive door tlew open wide, 

And SLOPER swelled with joy and pride 
Till he had near exploded. 

Then to the Royal hand he clung, 

And round the Royal neck he hung, 

And Royal George his ready tongue 
With high-tlown flatteries loaded. 


“My loved, my loyal ALLY! This 
Js more than rapture, more than bliss ; 
And, zounds! I take it much amiss . 
For that ye came not sooner!" 
Then out he poured the gencrous wine, 
And SLOPER'S nose began to shine 
As SLOPER pledged, in nine times nine, 
The future honey mooner ! 
* 


* * * 
O’erwhelmed by StoPrR’s hideous breath 
Fell SLOPER's host. The doctor saith 
He'll lie for weeks ‘twixt life and death 

Ere from the plague he'll rally. 

But when that page regains his health, 
The Duke will give him heaps of wealth 
For having, with some timely stealth, 

Bambvuozled poor old ALLY! 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 


260 Insurance Coupon. 


“ELARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 
GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“LARKS!” OFFICE, 90 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LoNDoy, F.C, 
THE LOSS OF THE “VICTORIA.” 
On, not when angry Neptune made 
Each wave a boiling nest 
Oh, not when wanton whir 
Wild antics on the deep: 
Oh, not when war in warlike ahipe 
Stalked arm-in-arm with Death, 
And foe to foe, with voiceless lips, 
Spake by the fire-god's breath :— 
But when the winds were calm and bland, 
When Neptune wore no frown, 
When peace outstretched her soft, white hand, 
The battle-ship went down! 


ed 


winds played 


A shock—a shrick—a dull, brief pain- 
And two and twenty score 

Brave hearts had sunk into the main 
To issue thence no more. 

And fathers, mothers, children, wives 
At home all tranaall slept, 

Unconscious that into their lives 
A life-long grief had crept. 

That life-long grief we may not heal, 
But British hearts are true, 

And, as our means allow us, we'll 

Respond unto the warm appeal 

That those bereaved ones shall not feel 
The pangs of hunger too! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Done the Grand: Getting into Mr. Wilmot's theatre without 
paying your admission fre. ° 

SCHOOLBOY's Poetical Epitaph on Schoolmaster: “ His latest 
<r the Peda-Gogue wunk—he was a Mugwump and a Shog- 
wunk, 

What SLorer said when he saw inaudi do his calculating feat : 
* Inaudi would do it.” 

How to correctly calla girl Ella, whatever her name may be: 
Speak of her in Lotin—* paella.” 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 


(A Romance or Sart LAKE CITY.) 


asa Limited Liability Compeny 
was taken up with mucHi enthusiasm, The shares were remarkably 
cheap, and the 
novelty of 
owning the 
2u00th: part of 
a grass widow 
numbering 
seventeen hal 
charms which 


SRG Wee PuliT- 
what dubious 
about = pursu- 
ing Sugg ; but, 
as a thought 
of her wrongs 
crossed her 
mind, she 
sternly resolv- 
ed to do her- 
self justice, 
and a grim 
desire for ven- 
geance ani- 
mated her as 
one woman, 
and she 
solemnlyswore 
to be true to 


The presentation. 


of herself till her wrongs were soothed by the discomfiture of the 
missing Sugg. 

Nor was the villainy of Sugg the only inducement which pre- 
sented itself to the mind of Mrs. Sugg. There was a suggestion of 
foreign travel in the idea that had its charms. Inthe old days, 
when the perfidious Sugg was yet with her, that hope was shut out 
by her nervousness. Now it was possible. 

The enthusiasm ranso high that even the mothers-in-law of Sugg 
were bit by it, and at one time it looked as if they were willing to 
cast in their lot with the forsaken Mrs. Sugg and embark with her 
in search of the miscreant, but their desire evaporated. Each of 
the seventeen mothers-in-law had several other daughters, and 
when it came to the older 
ladies’ ears that their 
sons-in-law had held a 
meeting and resolved to 
otier to double their 
holdings in Sugg Limited, 
on condition that the 
Sugg mothers-in-law ac- 
companied Mrs. Sugg in 
her search, the inference 
was a little too obvious. 
The ladies resolutely 
refused to go, and 
merely aided Mrs. Muse 
in her extensive prejara- 
tions. 

The day of departure 
at length came. The 
railway station was 
crowded to excess. Half 
the inhabitants of the 
City, indeed, seemed to 
have felt it their duty to 
be present on the vucca- 
sion. Mrs. Sugg was 
accommodated to the 
station in five two-horse 
carriages, headed by a 
brass band, playing, 
“John Anderson, My Jo, 
John,” and other touch- 
ing airs. At the station 
Mrs. Sugg was transferred 
to the saloon train in waiting, and each of her was presented with 
a beautiful bouquet of flowers, a big box of chocolate-creams, 
and acurrent number of the local comic paper, containing a free 
peonent policy for the respectable sum of £500, in case of u 
smash-up. 

The President of the Limited Liability Company, in an appro- 
printe speech, bade Mrs. Sugg trowel, and wished her every 
success in life, no matter how much she might be severed anid 
separated. Their good wishes were for the whole of Mrs. Sugg as 
a whole, but these good wishes were divisible, and could be taken 
by such sections as might be dissevered from the whole. The 
Company hoped for no dividend from the undertaking. The share- 
holders would be content if Mrs. Sugg’s quest were successful. 
Thus the President of 
the coeapeay spake, the 
shareholders cheered, and 
Mrs. Sugg stood 
line and bowed. 

She bowed gravely and 
sternly as a rule, but there 
was the usual exception 
which is indispensable to 
prove the rule—Mrs. Sugg 
(No. XVII), who in vir- 
tue of her being the most 
recent addition to the 
Sugg household, stood 
last in the line, and was 
observed to bestow a smile 
and a sisterly wink on a 
founs man in the crowd. 

Jer mother, for a moment, 
thought there might be 
hopes that her daughter 
would decline to pursue 
the cherished vengeance, 
but when she saw that the 
young man was only a 
junior reporter on one of 
the local papers, and was 
known to be hard up, the 
matron with the stern 
virtue of a Spartan 
mother aeternly rebuked 
her daughter. 

Then amid a rousing 
cheer, nearly drowned 
by the soft crics of “Be 
sure and write, dear,” the train drew slowly away from the 
platform, and Mrs. Sugg set her seventeen faces firmly towards the 
goal of her ambition. 

The perfidious Sugg! 

(70 be continued next week.) 


A sisterly wink, 


Pe 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


eaagees 
It was with sorrow, not unmixed with a certain feeling of 


contempt, that A, SLOPER viewed the recent ructions in France. 


Mud-slinging isa Eesetioe which, 
however entertaining it may be 
to the parties engaged in the Pe 
time. does not commend itself to 
Englishmen generally as a means 
by which to settle a dispute. But 
this is the sport in which M. 
Millevoye and M. Ducret—two 
French politicians — have lately 
been engaged, with the result that 
the vile calumnies that they had 
levelled at a political adversary 
has rebounded on their own heads. 
If French patriots wish the 
country to attain its former pres- 
tige, their modus operandi will 
have to be far different to what 
it is at Present. | Fi 


s 

THE proposal to ask the Hon. 
Billy to act as locwm tenens during 
the holidays of the Junior Office 
Boy of Larks! has caused con- 
siderable pain—to the Junior 
Office Boy. He says if Billy is 
considered capable of performing 
his important duties, tthe sooner 
he sends in his resignation the 
better. *.* 


Iv weather permits, and the 
funds run to it, Evelina will at- 
tend the Royal Wedding in the 
character of Bridesmaid. But not without. At present all her 
Sunday garments are up the spout, together with her bees 
jewellery. If any readers have a spare silk dress or two and a few 
dinmond necklaces by them, they might do worse than to forward 
them to Shoe Lane. ee 

* 


Tr was but mect that such a renggnlaed warm member as 
A. SLOPER should be pretty much to the fore at the recent Inter- 
natioual Fire Tournament ; and at the invitation therefore of Supt. 
Young of the Weybridge Brigade, the Ancient visited the Agricul- 
tural Hall in person, and gave the assembled firemen many a 
valuable hint, which was thoroughly appreciated. He subsequently 
graced the procession of the “ rktown” Brigade, and generally 
played the giddy goat upon an engine exhibi by those eminent 


makers, Messrs Merry weather & Sons, It was a festive night, 
se 


THERE nre few things more noticeable about the average sea- 
side girl than her free-and-easy affability, and her almost complete 
disregard for the obser- 
vance of thoxe niceties of 
etiquette about which she 
is so strict when at home. 
The seaside girl will atrike 
up the warmest friendship, 
without a shadow of intro- 
duction, with the first not 
actually ugly man who 
raises his hut to her; she 
will goon the water with 
him, and she will prome- 
nade the pier by moonlight 
under his escort, He may 
take her for walks, for 
drives ; he may treat her 
to lunches and ices; he 
may even—such instances | 
are on record—he may - 
even kiss her, and yet the 
seaside girl will suffer no 
loss of self-respect, but 
allow her quondam lover 
to return to town at the 
expiration of his stay quite 
unaffected, and tke on 
another mash almost be- 
fore his steamer is out 
of sight. Long may the 
seaside girl tlourish ; she 
is usually a sweet, pretty 
trusting little darling, an 
A. SLOPER loves her. 


THE Mildewed Littérateur has this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon A. P. Watt, because he diaposes of all 
A. SLOPER'S writings tv advantage.“ Feyther,” remarked the 
Azure-Orbed Author, “ you've done the right thing this time, and 
no error. When me and Billiam completes the three-volume novel, 
as is at present taxing our literary genius, I shall ‘ave no ‘esitation 
in placing itin the ands of Watt. That there book of testimonials of 
his from Lord Lytton, Grant Allen, a da Kipling, Wilkie Collins, 

Sret Harte, Miss Braddon, Mrs. Oliphant, Rider Haggard, anda 
host of other big pots, proves conclusive to my mind as he’s the 
author's friend.” And the Agéd beamed approving upon his son 
nnd heir, and for once in a way pere et sile went out for a morning 
smiler on the best of terms. *.* 


THE management at the Prince of Wales's Theatre have scored 
yet another success. The latest production, Poor Jonathan, is a 
piece that 
must be seen 
by everyone, 
as it is doubt- 
leas one of the 
most charm- 
ing little — 
now on the 
London atage. 
The dialogue 
is witty and 
fresh through- 
out, whilst the 
music is both 
bright and 
tuneful, 
Doubtless, if 
Poor Jona. 
than had been 
produced in 
the midst of 
the London 
season it 
would have 
been more lib- 
erally patron- 
ized than it is 
at present ; 
but possibly 
)pthe lessees 
\ know their 

own business 
best. In the 
interpretation of the piece, special words of praise are due to 
Harry Monkhouse, Fred Kaye, and Jessie Bond. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AccorDING to an American contemporary, a Boston ballet 
dancer has been fined for refusing to give her age to the census 
taker. It strikes us forcibly \ 
that there is a screw loose 
somewhere with this yarn, 
or that that ballet dancer 
didn't know her business 
for nuts, If she was pan 
kittenish, all well and good, 
but if she was born some- 
where about the same time 
as the present century, why, 
nobody, not even a census 
taker, would expect her to 
say so. Of course, she may 
have had_ conscientious. 
scruples about telling a 
whopper, but that’s a % 
ditferent thing altogether. . 
«We can’t speak on the 
subject ; ballet dancers with 
conscientious scruples 
about telling their right 
age don't grow over here in 
large num ra. 


e 5 

A. SLOPER has just pre- 
sented his Certificate for 
Purity of Motive to no less 
than ten different variety 
halls in Liverpool. 

r Aunt Geeser observed 
when she heard the start- * 
ling news: “Shades of Charrington and McDougall preserve us! 

ss 


s 

PeERsons travelling from the Continent to England by the 
Calais and Dover route will in future have their baggage over- 
hauled by the Customs officials en ruute, so that there will be no 
waste of time when landing. The inspection will, under these cir- 
cumstances, be freed from hurry, and consequently a little more 
thorough. Oh, ye who would smuggle in the tuothsome brandy. 
the fragrant perfume, or the cheap cigar, beware, lest yeare spotted 
in the werry act. + * 


A CONTEMPORARY states that the market is simply glutted with 
old historical castles and mansions, which are fast passing from 
the possession of the families which have owned them for cen- 
turies into the hands of wealthy merchants and manufacturers. 
Too true, too true! Look at SLOPER, for instance, any wealthy 
merchant or manufacturer desiring a ay eee old residence 
replete with historical interest can have Court Mildew upon very 
reasonable terms, *,° 


THE coarse fishing season has commenced—to be exact, it opened 
upon the 26th ult.—and disciples of rare old Izauc Walton are once 
free to indulge 

im their beloved 
+s gba Everywhere 
the angler is busy, 
examining rods, re- 
pairing tackle, pre- 
paratory to a raid 
upon the finny 
denizens of our lakes 
and streams. Fishing. 
although yearly be- 
coming @ more ex- 
pensive luxury in 
many well - stocked 
rivers, but is still to 
be had gratis in a 
number of waters, 
and though the sport 
be each scason more 
indifferent, the true 
tisherman's imagina- 
tion soars superior to 
the disappointments 
of a bad ket, and 
if he be anything 
more than a mere 
novice, and can re- 
late his fishing yarns 
in a fairly plausible 
manner, he can still 
hold hia placeamong , 
his numerous brother pixcators with acertain amount of honour, 


s 
THE statement that Mr. Gladstone has been awarded one of the 
magnificent watches given away weekly by that booming half. 
penny comic—Larks! is just a wee bit premature. The Grand 
Old Post Card Sender may be applying on one fora ticker, but it 
wouldn't do for us to divulge any of the secrets of the competition. 
Scotland Yard! whatanexcitement Larks! is creating, to be sure. 
es 


s 
PERHAPS one of the prettiest wedding presents yet received, in 
response to the Eminent’s recent appeal on behalf of Alexandry 
aud Eveliny, is the Sloper Candle Screen, acharming little arrange- 
ment, ornamented with a speaking likeness of the Ancient. The 
young couple quite pee the delicate compliment paid them 
y Mr. Bombois, of 48 Fitzroy Street, Fitzroy Square, from whom 
these tasteful little articles are to be obtained at a ridiculously low 
tigure. ace 
s 


THE fact of A. SLOPER being at present in the midst lof his sea- 
side tour, did not prevent the Ancient Old Wreck from running up 
to town the other evening 
to meet his revered old 
friend, Charles Morton. 
Although it can hardly be 
said that Charles is in the 
bloom of youth, he is still 
hale and hearty, and quite 
capable and ready to pit 
himself against any other 
music-hall manager in 
London. The Tivoli is, un- 
fortunately, not a large 
house, but its seating ae- 
commodation is taxed to 
its utmost almost every 
night, and it is the rule, 
rather than the exception 
for money to be turn 
away vightly. Among the 
numerous stars en; 
here, R. G. Knowles, 
Eugene Stratton, and Ada 
Reeves perhaps shine out 
brightest. *\* 


A CONTEMPORARY in an 
article upon the domestic 
arrangements of Bucking- 
ham = Palace, says the 
Prince of Wales is remark- 
ably fond of larks, We 
have nothing to complain of in this statement, it’s quite correct, 
and it shows what a really remarkable good judge of literature 
H.R.H. is. But what a stupid mistake of the compositor. The last 
word should have been printed Larks! 


(Saturday, July 8, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENvINO 15TH JULY, 1893. 
ee 

Oth July, 1819.—Tom Moore, under this date, quotes a story 
of a man who, on receiving from a mistress he was tired of the ol | 
device, a leaf with “Je ne change quien mourant,” seut back i seal 
with a shirt on it and the following motto: “Jen change a lex 
jours.” He also gives a motto to accompany @ preseat of dr of 
scissors : ** We part only to meet again.’ 


10th July, 1835.—A wild goose was shot on 9 moor near 
Dantzig this day. It had a brass collar round its neck, bearing an 
inscription in Dutch relating to a previous capture, with the date 
ge a may be taken as evidence of the long life of some of 
these birds. 


sc a a rn nL 

llth July, 1801.—This day a murderer, named Busch, before 
being beheaded at Giistron, kuocked down the priest who was 
attending him in his cell, and, rushing out in the new clotnes given 
him for the occasion, succeeded in ee the street. After a chas» 
lasting twenty minutes, he was retaken an beheaded after desperate 
struggling. 


Fo 

12th July, 1649.—A curious picture of old world travel is 
given by Evelyn under this date: “It was about 3 in the after. 
noone. 1 took oars for Gravesend, accompanied by my cousin 
Stephens and sister Glanvill, who there supp’d with me and 
return’d; whence | tooke post immediately to Dover, where | 
ariv'd by 9 in the morning, and about 11 that night went on board 
a bark guarded by a pinnace of 8 guns; this being the first time 
the pacquett-boat had obtained a convoy, having severall times 
before been pillag’d. We had a good passage, tho’ chased for some 
hours by a pyrate, but he durst not attnq our frigat, and we tnen 
chas'd him till he got under the protection of the Castle at Calais.” 


18th July, 1780.—The Nationai Assembly of France on this 
day decided that “the cockade should be of the colours of the City 
(of Paris), blue and red”; but as these were already the colours 
of the House of Orleans, white, the old coluur of France, was added 
on the proposal of M. de Lafayette. 


tae le eee EE rece) 
14th July, 1850.—James Munyard, the Adelphi comedian. 
died this day, aged thirty-five. , 


16th J uly, 1823.—The Shcfield Tris, of this date, gives some 
particulars of the case of William Sampson, chimneysweep, and o/ 
the hardships endured by “climbing children,” girls as well a- 
boys. Sampson was apprenticed, before he was eight years old, to 
the trade. During several years he and scarcely ever an oppor. 
tunity of resting his wearied and wounded limbs ina bed. The 
floor of a cold, damp, ruinous stable was his usual lodging till three 
or four in the morning, the usual hour of rising. His knees and 
shoulders were at first, for a long time, in such a raw and ulcerated 
state as to render the misery of climbing up a rough chimney 
almost insupportable, and the effects of these complicated, unceas- 
ing suflerings were such as to produce distortion and render him a 
cripple for life. 


SEE? 


Hk never smiled ; no gleam of mirth 
Lit up those saddened eyes ; 

No sparkling jest, no brilliant pun 
To merriment gave rise. 

Page after page of that broad sheet 
He conned with clouded brow, 

Nor smiled vet once at jokes ver whica 
A million’s roared ere now, 

Why. why, youask 2 Well, don’t you see 
The reason, stupid elf? 

He laughed not at those jest? becarse 
He wrote them all himelf, 


—_——o——_—_ 


NOT GOOD ENOUGH. 


Mary. Please, ‘m, 1 shall have to give you notice to leave this 
day mouth, : 

Mist ress, Why, whatever for, Mary? T thought you were gettir: 
along ¢o nicely. What's the matter’ What have you got tu cou 
plain of, eh: 

Mary. Oh! it's not all me, mum ; it’s—er—it’s my young wan. 

Mistress, Your young man? . 

Mary. Yes,'m. He says as ‘ow ‘e can't stand them there smose 
of master’s—no, not at no price, 


an ene 


POOR OLD CHAPPIE! 


Upos the firat of two points Brighton agreed unanimously : upes 
the second Brighton pronounced no decided opinion, for, despitr 
the degeneracy of the times, there's still a deal of masculine ey: 
about Brighton. The first point was the transcendent superiorty 
over all other belles of Evangeline Engledrop of Regency Squir 
the second was the same qualification in respect of the beaux o! 
Percy Perigord de Pantoutle. stopping at the Métropole. 

Last Saturday afternoon Evangeline was driving along the Have 
end of the King’s Road in an open phaeton, with a large biy 
horse. She wasalone. Just up by King’s Gardens the horse <4 
a baker's van and began toshy. Of course, Evangeline tut 
reins over the splashboard and, luoking anxiously around, gave # 
ladylike little scream, : 2g 

“Oh, please, somebody help me with this horrid horse ! 

Of course, Percy was hard by. Perey heard her. He hastily 
jerked his hat off, tlung his rattan cane at a dozing chaise-gout wie 
dashed at the big bay horse. . 

“*Twere better for that horse,” thought Percy Perigord de P.- 
toufle to himself, “that he had never been born. He will now b« 
reduced to submission.” ; 

Percy grabbed the horse by the bit with both handa, and g1V4 
him a powerful jerk to starboard. It seemed as_if that hurse— 
that particular horse—could keep hia feet remarkably well. Perct 
started to give it to him again, when the horse roxe up on his hint 
legs. Percy hadn't noticed before what he notice then. The 
horse st ten feet high! And he never knew till then that « 
horse ia six times as high when he gets up on his hind legs as when 
he stands in the ordinary manner. Percy noticed all this, becaut 
he kept hold of the bit and went up with the horse. 

Percy was fond of scenery, and he gazed down on the tae the 

i 


Métropole and far away Worthingwards, and enjoye msl. 
‘and all the time the horse was shaking his head like a dog whet 
he gets holdof acat, and pawing with his forefeet. And Evangelive 
—screaming, sir /—yelling like a Hottentot ! 4 = 
Things were getting serious. The horse was beginning to turn 
round. He was getting his nose higher up in the ozone air every 
time he elevated himself. Percy thought he caught little 
frightened views of the harbour at Newhaven, with the Diep 
steamer leaving. : 
And the other fellows and the boatmen on the gravel walk 
grinning, all of them—diabolical, heathenish grips, with & 
occasional hollow and mockiug laugh. And one man Ver 
“T’row him over yer shoulder: crack the hoss over yer show 
an’ break his bloomin’ back !” se 
What did Percy hear next? The shrill voice of Evanselin'— 
great heavens!—"For pity’s sake somebody make that felle" 
let my horse alone!” ters 
Just then a big Hove policeman got Percy by the shouldes 
piled him away and sat him in the gutter. Then, winkins “ 
vangeline—who, in her gratitude, didn't resent it—he gv! © 
into the buggy to drive her home? 
Actually! 
Oh, Death, where is thy sting? 
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THE WEDDING. 


home again.” 


—_— 


‘T18 no wonder I feel fri 
, Considering the whisky 
I've drunk from towns in Co1 
unto Harwich ; 
And there's no one whc 
_ jected, 
For ‘tis always most 


pected 
That you drink healths whe 
there's a marriage. 


The one of which I'm tal 
Is above the usual ch 
In fact, as a wedding, ' 


“soa ; 
And people find 
By taki h 
,, By taking much enjc 
Which is, 1 think, a ey t 
sequel. 


So that's why I'm excitec 
And all men are invited 
That live north, south, eas 
west of Harwich, 
To drink with me in bun 
(The bumpers must be t 


ers), 
To the royal and the very eel marriage ! 


: FAIRLY KIDDED. 

_As Reginald Stonyville’s well-known knock awoke the ec 
his fair young wife dashed hastily down the stairs, and al 
stale Mary, Lace BE yea ree closed the door upon him 

ung her arms about his neck in an j 
dear, dear old boy,” she Gisisined, “Low ¢ El tue 


ty 


how glad I am to se 


Reginald Stonyville seemed a trifle dazed. “ Er—er—it’ 
kind ot you, dear, I'm sure,” he stuttered, as he faired & 1 
but—er—you don't always exhibit this pleasure at my returr 


“Oh, Reggy! how cruel of 


you, I'm sure I'm alorays over} 


to see my darling back from his long, hard i ‘ 

but come, dear, dinner will be ating raul ed eer 

_ As one ina dream, the bewildered man suffered himself to b 

into the dining-room. “What, Mabel!” he exclaimed, his 

brightening, as his glance fell upon the daintily decked bi 

sules, my favourite tish too, and—er—what, Mabel! a duck 
lo 


peas to fo! 
ohink pare bee 

“Not a bit of it, darlin 
old boy,” was the me 
spoken response, “I saved 
it all out of my housekeep- 
ing allowance, ['m so glad 
you like it. you know 
T can't bear to think of you 
coming home to a comfort- 
less meal, it quite pains me, 
for you know you haven't 
been looking at all well 
nly eon 

“Oh, 1 don't know 
feel faidyte” 

“Oh yes, of course you 
say so, but then I know 
you're the last person to 
cry out. No; I'm sure, 
dear, you're like me—we're 
both of us anything but 
wel). I fancy, perhaps, 
here's something wrong 
with the dinina or alee 
you've been working too 
Pl oF something.” 


perhaps. 


w? Oh, this is too good of you, dear, but don’t 
n, perhaps, a wee bit ex—extravagant—er— 


—_—) 


2) 


€( 


ell—er—yes, little woman, I have been pegging at it lat 


“I knew it,” was the answer ; “1 said to myself i 
ee : only thi 
ing, bdeg right have I to complain of beiuw anwall, even tha 

do feel fit to drop at times, and there's poor Reggy working 


very life out up in the City. 


dear fellow n 


I feel sure,’ I said to myself, | 


some sort of a change.’” 


“Ah!” said Reginald, suspiciously, in the act of conveyin 


portion of.duck to his mouth. 


“Yea, love; and—er—I was readin i 
at ; g the Telegraph at 
i was a most fortunate chance, for, do you knew ay oe a 
5 i ae attractive advertisement of seaside apartments, quite 
diculously cheap, dear, and such nice rooms, too, and close ot 


the front. Wasn 


t that lucky, darling? The very thing, I thou; 


for poor, wearied, hard-worked Re ; and 
at once and wrote and engaged ihe Toon | fw ches ianybodt aka 


snap them up.” 


Reginald said nothing, but gul 
with an effort, and, visit iron t 


down a final mouthful of di 
e table, went out to find “ Br 


shaw,” and do a little mild cursing in the solitude of the n 


apartment, 


a 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No. 106.—CorYNTHIA CORNCAKE. 


To heaven there floats fr 
oo throats [lo 
A wail of wildest woe, 
A myriad hearts are pier 
with darts, 
A myriad heads hang k 
my love. 
The earth is drenched w 
teardrops wrenched 
From many. a weeping o 


my love; 
Past all belief, a sponge-li 
Tief [lov 
Doth all our joys absorb. 1 


For three long years our lot 
est cheers [my lov 

Have hailed thee every e 
Such fame as thine in tune 


_ Shrine 
No girl did e’er achieve, 1 
love. 


\\ But twelve days hence—c 


. shock immense !— 
Thou'lt bid us all adieu, r 


love, 
And quit the “Friy.” a 
randly live [lov 

In glorious ense at Kew, n 


Yet on the wage thou'st earn: 
from stz:ge 
Thou not retirest thus, n 
love; 


A craftier wheeze has made thee ecize 


Ten tl 
Which t 


tousand pounds and plus, my love. 
hou did’st bone by making known 


rpatuch good it’s done, | hope, my love !) 
\v startling news that thou did'st use 
NO soap sive Queers's Soap, my love! 


jours.” 


(Saturday, July 8, 1893, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 15TH JULY, 1993. 
= 
Oth July, 1819.—Tom Moore, under this date, quotes a story 
of a man who, on receiving from a mistress he was tired of the ol | 
device, a leaf with “Je ne change quen mourant,” sent back a sel 
with a shirt on it and the following motto: “J’en change (a lex 
He also gives a motto to accompany @ preseat of dr of 
scissors : * We part only to meet again.’ 
835.—A wild goose was shot on © moor near 
Dee a2 ae It had a brass collar round its neck, bearing an 
inscription in Dutch relating to a previous capture, with the date 
1800, which may be taken as evidence of the long life of some of 
these birds. 


1.—This day a murderer, named Busch, before 
AE hs hm Operate on kuocked down the priest who was 
attending him in his cell, and, rushing out in the new clotues given 
him for the occasion, succeeded in gaining the street. After a cha- 
lasting twenty minutes, he was retaken and beheaded after desperate 
struggling. 


2th 649.—A curious picture of old world travel is 
we bh Suis, under this date: “It was about 3 in the after. 
noone. 1 took oars for Gravesend, accompanied by my cousin 
Stephens and sister Glanvill, who there supp’d with me and 
return'd ; whence I tooke post immediately to Dover, where | 
ariv'd by 9 in the morning, and about 11 that night went on board 
n bark guarded by a pinnace of 8 guns ; this being the first time 
the pacquett-boat had obtained a convoy, having severall times 
before been pillag’d. We had a good passage, tho’ c ed for some 
hours by a pyrate, but he durst not attaq our ie coe and we then 
chas‘d him till he got under the protection of the ‘astle at Calais. 


3th .—The Nationai Assembly of France on this 
der cout} Efe cockade should be of the colours of the City 
{of Paris), blue and red”; but as these were already the colours 
of the House of Orleans, white, the old coluur of France, was added 
on the proposal of M. de Lafayette. 


; : 
14th July, 1850.—James Mungard, the Adelphi comedian. 
died this ae iued thirty-five. 


car em a EISEN EE 

—The Shc field Tria, of this date, gives some 
Rites lage fae of wine Sampson, chimneysweep, and oi 
the hardships endured by “climbing children,” girls as well as 
boys. Sampson was apprenticed, before he was eight years old, to 
the trade. During several years he nad scarcely ever an oppor. 
tunity of resting his wearied and wounded limbs ina bed. The 
floor of a cold, damp, ruinous stable was his usual lodging till three 
or fovr in the morning, the usual hour of rising. His knees and 
shoulders were at first, for a long time, in such a raw and ulcerated 
state as to render the misery of climbing up a rough chimney 
almost insupportable, and the effects of these complicated, unceas- 
ing sufferings were such as to produce distortion and render him a 


cripple for life. 


SEE? 


Hr never smiled ; no gleam of mirth 
Lit up those saddened eyes ; 

No sparkling jest, no brilliant pun 
To merriment gave rise. 

Page after page of that broad sheet 
He conned with clouded brow, oy 

Nor smiled vet once at jokes o'er whica 
A million’s roaved ere now. 

Why. why, youask 2? Well, don’t you see 
The reason, stupid elf. 

He laughed not at those jest? becasse 
He wrote them all himself. 


> 


NOT GOOD ENOUGH. 


Mary. Please, ‘m, 1 shall have to give you notice to leave thir 
ban SY oe Why, whatever for, Mary? 
along so nicely. What's the matter: 
ps Ou: it’s not all ne, mun ; it’s—er—it’s my young man 

se eno oF ernpelee ‘e can't stand them there smoke 


of master’s—no, not at no price. 


I thought you were gettin: 
What have you got to com 


ar, 
P POOR OLD CHAPPIE! 
the ny firat of two points Brighton agreed unanimously 2 upot 
alf- Mid avedar yh marl obs roiounced no decided opinion. for, despite 
and the degeneracy of the times, there's still a deal of masculine eh 
tit about Brighton. The tirst point was the transcendent superiority 
ion. over all other belles of Evangeline Engledrop of Regency Squit 
ure. the second was the same qualification in respect of the beaux v! 
Percy Perigord de Pantoutle. stopping at the Métropole. kate 
in Last Saturday afternoon Evangeline was driving along t aye 
dry end of the King’s Road in an open phaeton, with a larg me 
age- horse. She wasalone. Just up by King’s Gardens the hore 
The a baker's van and began toshy. Of course, Evangeline tluns - 
nem reins over the dass boast! and, luoking anxiously around, give + 
slike little scream. : . fe 
ra aa rage ee somebody help me with this horrid horse ' Rene 
Of course, Perey was hard by. Perey heard her. He hast nd 
jerked his hat off, tlung his rattan cane at a dozing chaise-gout wie 
sea- dashed at the big bay horse. 


P © "Twere better for that horse,” thought Percy Perigord de Pvn- 


toufle to himself, “that he had never been born. He will now be 


ission. mre 
Pie se iphed the horse by the bit with both handa, and ais 
him a powerful jerk to starboard. It seemed as_if that sa 
that particular horse—could keep his feet remarkably well. | ‘ Ha 
started to give it to him again, when the horse rose up on his ce : 
legs. Percy hadn't noticed before what he noticed then, ae 
horse sen tens feet high! And he never knew till then er 
horse is six times as high when he gets up on his hind legs . i ae 
he stands in the ordinary manner. Percy noticed all this, becwu: 
he kept hold of the bit and went up with the horse. otite 

Percy was fond of scenery, and he gazed down on the top. ab 
Métropole and far away Worthingwards, and en, over ear 
‘And all the time the horse was shaking his head like a dog © 
he gets holdof acat, and pawing with his forefeet, And Evauge!! 
—ecreaming, sir /—yelling like a Hottentot! star 

Things were getting serious. The horse was beginning | ony 
round. He was getting his nose higher up in the ozone aH Bren 
time he elevated himself. Percy thought he caug Diepre 
frightened views of the harbour at Newhaven, with the 
teamer leaving. ae 
And the other fellows and the boatmen on the vel aa 
grinning, all of them—diabolical, heathenish grins, Sek 
cecasional hollow and mockiug laugh. And one man Niet 
“T’row him over yer pers crack the hoss over yer shou: 

* break his bloomin’ back !” 4 . na fs 
What did Percy hear next? The shrill voice of Evangel re 
great heavens !—"For pity's sake somebody make that lc: 
let my horse alone!” ; 

Just then a big Hove policeman got Percy bane ee 

ulled him away and sat him in the gutter. Then, bi Me 
vangeline—who, in her gratitude, didn't resent i—he & 


rect, 1 
iture into the buggy to drive her home? 
> last Actually! 


Oh, Death, where is thy sting? 


by the shoulders. 
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———s 
ly all thee 74, 


‘T18 no wonder I feel frisky, 

f the Considering the whisky 

ee Wee ‘vedrunk from towns in Cornwall 
unto Harwich ; 

And there's no one who's ob- 
jected, 

For ‘tis always most ex- 


pectec 
That you drink healths whenever 
there's a marriage, 


The one of which I'm talking 
Is above the usual ch 
In fact, as a wedding, * 


i at 
And people find 
ment 
Ry taking much enjc 
Which is, 1 think, a very ntting 
sequel, 


So that’s why I'm excited, 
And all men are invited 
That live north, south, east, or 
west of Harwich, 
To drink with me in bumpers 
Liang b (The bumpers must be thum- 


. ers), 
To the royal and the very tacest marriage ! 


FAIRLY KIDDED. 

As Reginald Stonyville’s well-known knock awoke the echoes, 
his fair voung wife dashed hastily down the stairs, and almost 
before Mary, the “general,” had closed the door upon him, 
flung her arms about his neck in an apparent ecstasy of joy. “ My 
dear, dear old boy,” she exclaimed, “how glad I am to see you 
home again.” 

Reginald Stonyville seemed a trifle dazed. ‘“‘ Er—er—it’s very 
kind ot you, dear, I'm sure,” he stuttered, as he recovered a trifle, 
“ but—er—you don't always exhibit this pleasure at my return.” 

“Oh, Reggy! how cruel of you, I'm sure I'm alorays overjoyed 
to see my darling back from his long, hard day in that awful City ; 
but come, dear, dinner will be getting cold.” 

As one ina dream, the bewildered man suffered himself to be led 
into the dining-room. “What, Mabel!” he exclaimed, his eyes 
brightening, as his glance fell upon the daintily decked 
* soles, a favourite tish too, and—er—what, Mabel! a duck an 
peas to follow? Oh, this is too good of you, dear, but don’t you 
think you've been, perhaps, a wee bit ex—extravagant—er—— 

“Not a bit of it, darling 
old boy,” was the guily 
spoken response, “1 saved 
it all out ef my housekeep- 
ing allowance, ['m so glad 
you like it. ‘Bo you know 
T can't bear to think of you 
coming home to a comfort- 
less meal, it quite pains me, 
for you know you haven't 
been looking at all well 
wert a i‘ 

“Oh, 1 don't know, 
lielhityaes 

“Oh yes, of course you 
say so, but then I know 
you're the Inst person to 
cry out. No; I'm sure, 
dear, you're like me—we're 
both of us anything but 
well. I fancy, perhaps, 
there's something wrong 
with the drains, or else 
you've been working too 
hard, or something.” 

* Weller—ses, little woman, I have been pegging at it lately, 

perhaps, 
__ “I knew it,” was the answer ; “1 said to myself only this morn- 
ing, ‘What right have I to complain of being unwell, even though 
I do feel fit to drop at times, and there's poor Reggy working his 
very life out up in the City. I feel sure,’ I said to myself, ‘the 
dear fellow n some sort of a change.’” 

“Ah!” said Reginald, suspiciously, in the act of conveying a 
portion of,duck to his mouth. 

., Yes, love; and—er—I was reading the Jelegraph at the time— 
it was a most fortunate chance, for, do you know, my eye fell on 
the most attractive advertisement of seaside apartments, quite too 
ridiculously cheap, dear, and such nice rooms, too, and close on to 
the front. Wasn't that lucky, darling? The very thing, I thought, 
for poor, wearied, hard-worked Reggy ; and so, dearest, I sat down 
at once and wrote and engaged the rooms in case anybody should 


snap them up.” 
down a final mouthful of duck 


Reginald said nothing, but gul 
with an effort, and, rising from the table, went out to find “ Brad- 


shaw,” and do a little mild cursing in the solitude of the next 
apartment, 


> 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 106.—CoRYNTHIA CORNCAKE. 


To heaven there floats from 
myriad throats [love; 
A wail of wildest woe, my 
A myriad hearts are pierced 
with darts, 
A myriad heads hang low, 
my love. 
The earth is drenched with 
teardrops wrenched 
From many. a weeping orb, 


my love; 
Past all belief, a sponge-like 
pret £ [love! 
Doth all our joys absorb, my 
For three long years our loud- 
est cheers (my love; 
Have hailed thee every eve. 
Such fame as thine in tuneful 


shrine 
No girl did e’er achieve, my 


love. 
7\\. But twelve days hence—oh, 
shock immense !— 
ba bid us all adieu, my 
love 
And quit’ the “Friv.” and 
arandly live {love! 
In glorious ease at Kew, my 
Yet on the wage thou'st earned 
from st:ige 
Thou not retirest thus, my 


A love; 
A eraftier wheeze has made thee seize 
Ten thousand pounds and plus, my love. 
Which thou did’st bone by making known 
(Much good it’s done, | hope, my love !) 
he startling news that thou did'st use 
No soap save Queers's Soap, my love! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


THE CLARENCE HoTet, DUBLIN, June 22nd, 1893, 

Drak S81R,—Here is a little bit of Insh: 

Chirgwin. Ladies and gentiemen, I will now play “ The Blue- 
bells of Scotland.” 5 

Gallery Boy, Och! play the Rluchel's of Oirland. 

Here is another one for you: 

Chirgwin (tv servant), Go wal get me three pennyworth of 
madvaroni, 

Servant. Shure Oi've bin to the shop,and they say they have not 
got any Mra. Maloney, 

These are both facts, Ever Ps 

HE WHITE-EYED KAFFIR. 


t 
' 
( 
C4. cae ‘ 
healthy. A great-idea would be tur you w .......- , 
and introduce an American.edition of yourself. 1 feel sure, when 
they got to know you thoroughly, they would positively worship you. 
Can't you manage it? I suppose you have heard of my latest and 
greatest song, * Daisy Bell,” which | hear has convulsed the metro- 
polis?’ Would youlike a copy? Whether or not, I send you peachy 
this post. By the way, when is my picture to appear in your“ Gal- 
lery"? I have, of course, brought the “ Award” home with me. 
Indeed, it is my one anxiety when away from home. 1 lost my 
trunk containing it on the way home, ond it nearly broke ms heart 
to think that perhaps I should not be able to get a du, licate of the 
dear old testimonial to my greatness, With everlasting affection, 
believe me, ever your faithful reader, HARRY DACRE. 
—_——_=————— 
SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 173—HeE HOBANOBS WITH YORK. 

As from his cosy morning-room 

Prince George looked forth. his face’s bloom 

Was tarnished by a wan, white gloom. 

He called his page.and wept: “11 

Increase at once thy weckly wage, 

My kind foot-page, my len! foot-page, 

If by some cozenage thou'lt engage 

To crush yon loathsome reptile!” 


But, light of heart, across the lawn 

(In fine new suit redeemed.from pawn) 

The noxious pest had nearer drawn, 
The dogs were fiercely snarling, 

And shortly he who knows no guile, 

The Hero of the Gamp and Tile, 

In drawing-room, with barze-wide smile, 
Sat waiting for his darling. 

The Duke he sobbed, the Duke he sighed, 

The massive door tlew open wide, 

And SLOPER swelled with joy and pride 
Till he had near exploded. 

Then to the Royal hand he clung, 

And round the Royal neck he hung, 

And Royal George his ready tongue 
With high-tlown flatteries loaded. 


“My loved, my loyal ALLY! This 

Is more than rapture, more than bliss ; 

And, zounds! I take it much amiss 
For that ye came not aooner!” 

Then out he poured the generous wine, 

And SLOPER'S nose began to shine 

As SLOPER pledged, in nine times nine, 
The future honey imooner ! 


7 * * * 
O'erwhelmed by SLoPrn’s hideous breath 
Fell SLOPER's host. The doctor saith 
He'll lie for weeks ‘'twixt life and death 

Ere from the plague he'll rally. 

But when that page regains his health, 
The Duke will give him heaps of wealth 
For having, with some timely stealth, 

Bambvozled poor old ALLY ! 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 
260 Insurance Coupon. 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS?:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 
GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“LARKS!” OFFICE, 9) SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC, 
THE LOSS OF THE “VICTORIA.” 
On, not when angry Neptune made 
Each wave a boiling ea 
Oh, not when wanton whirlwinds played 
Wild antics on the deep: 
Oh, not when war in warlike ships 
Stalked arm-in-arm with Death, 
And foe to foe, with voiceless lips, 
Spake by the fire-god's breath :— 
But when the winds were calm and bland, 
When Neptune wore no frown, 
When peace outstretched her soft, white hand, 
The battle-ship went down ! 


——oood 


A shock—a shrieck—a dull, brief pain- 
And two and twenty score 

Brave hearts had sunk into the main 
To issue thence no more. 

And fathers, mothers, children, wives 
At home all tranquil slept, 

Unconscious that into their lives 
A life-long grief had crept. 

That life-long grief we may not heal, 
But British hearts are true, 

And. as our means allow us, we'll 

Respond unto the warm appeal 

That those bereaved ones shall not feel 
The pangs of hunger too! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Done the Grand: Getting into Mr. Wilmot’s theatre without 
paying yow admission fre. 

SCHOOLBOY's Poetical Epitaph on Schoolmaster: “His latest 
pode the Peda-Gogue wunk—he was a Mugwump and a Shog- 
wunk.” 

WHat SLOPER said when he saw inaudi do his calculating feat : 
“ Inaudi would do it.” 

How to correctly calla girl Ella, whatever her name may be: 
Speak of her in Let'n—* pueela.” 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance OF SALT LAKE CITY.) 
CHAPTER VI. 

THE idea of running Mrs. Sugy asa Litaited Liability Company 
was taken up with mucli enthusiasm, The shares were remarkably 
cheap, and the 
novelty of 
owning — the 
2000th” part of 
t grass widow 
numbering 
seventeen hal 
charms which 


BUG Wee Puce 
what dubious 
about = pursu- 
ing Sugg ; but, 
as a thought 
of her wrongs 
crossed her 
mind, 
sternly resolv- 
ed to do her- 
self justice, 
and a grim 
desire for ven- 
geance_ ani- 
mated her as 
one woman, 
and she 
solemnlyswore 
to be true to 
each fraction 
of herself till her wrongs were soothed by the discomfiture of the 
missing Sugg. 

Nor was the villainy of Sugg the only inducement which pre- 
sented itself to the mind of Mrs. Sugg. There was a suggestion of 
foreign travel in the idea that had its charms. In the old days, 
when the perfidious Sugg was yet with her, that hope was shut out 
by her nervousness. Now it was possible. 

The enthusiasm ranso high that even the mothers-in-law of Sugg 
were bit by it, and at one time it looked as if they were willing to 
cast in their lot with the foreaken Mrs. Sugg and embark with her 
in search of the miscreant, but their desire evaporated. Each of 
the seventeen mothers-in-law had several other daughters, and 

when it came to the older 


OY aA ladies’ ears that their 
; er sons-in-law had held a 
3 5) meeting and resolved to 


‘4 ofier to double their 
Y holdings in Sugg Limited, 
| on condition that the 


The presentation. 


Sugg mothers-in-law ac- 
companied Mrs, Sugg in 
her search, the inference 
was a little too obvious. 
ladies _ resolutely 
refused to go, and 
merely aided Mrs. Surg 
in her extensive prejara- 
tions. 

The day of departure 


at length came. The 
railway = station —_—was 
crowded to excess. Half 


the inhabitants of the 
City, indeed, seemed to 
have felt it their duty to 
be present on the vcca- 
sion. Mrs. Sugg was 
accommodated to the 
station in five two-horse 
carriages, headed by a 
brass band, playing, 
“John Anderson, My Jo, 
John,” and other touch- 
ing airs. At the station 
f Mrs. Sugg was transferred 
to the saloon train in waiting, and each of her was presented with 
a beautiful bouquet of flowers, a big box of chocolate-creams, 
and a current number of the local comic paper, containing a free 
——_ policy for the respectable sum of £500, in case of a 
smash-up. 

The President of the Limited Liability Company, in an appro- 
priate apes bade Mrs. Sugg tarowell, and wished her every 
success in life, no matter how much she might be severed and 
separated. Their good wishes were for the whole of Mrs, Sugg as 
a whole, but these good wishes were divisible, and could be taken 
by such sections as might be dissevered from the whole. The 
Company hoped for no dividend from the undertaking. The share- 
holders would be content if Mrs. Sugg’s quest were successful. 
Thus the President of 
the Company spake, the 
shareholders cheered, and 
Mrs. Sugg stood in a 
line and bowed. 

She bowed gravely and 
sternly as arule, but there 
was the usual exception 
which is indispensable to 
prove the rule—Mrs. Sugg 
(No. XVII.), who in vir- 
tue of her being the most 
recent addition to the 
Sugg household, stood 
last in the line, and was 
observed to bestow a smile 
and a sisterly wink on a 
young man in the crowd. 
Jer mother, fora moment, 
thought there might be 
hopes that her daughter 
would decline to pursue 
the chcrished vengeance, 
but when she saw that the 
young man was only a 
junior reporter on one of 
the local papers, and was 
known to be hard up, the 
matron with the stern 
virtue of a Spartan 
mother sternly rebuked 
her daughter. 

Then amid a yousig 
cheer, nearly drowne 
by the soft cries of “Be 
sure and write, dear,” the train drew slowly away from the 
platform. and Mrs, Sugg set her seventeen faces firnily towards the 
goal of her ambition, 

The pertidious Sugg! 

(To be continued next week.) 


A sisterly wink. 
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216 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


THS “F.08." PORTRAIT GALLERY. souk. EXCUSE 


No. 315.—Mnr. Groner Canvy, QC. POS, 

© Although a barrister by profession, Geurge has always hada 
strom partiality for the liqnor trade. At temperance mectinys 
le is always to the forc, and bis arguments in favour of the 
putting down of drink areonly excelled by his illustration of how 
it should be done in the taproom of many of our metropolitan 
pubs, Candy's claims to eminence are varied. As a youngster, 
he was noted for his pugilistic prowess, Asa youth, he became 
a poet, aud spent most of bis time in inditing love epistles to 
his numerous sweethearts, As a young man, George had the 
misfortune to become a journalist. Has inherited all the ills 
that the tlesh is heir to as aconsequence, Friends swy serve him AN “* ART "LESS J EST. 
right. A manof his ability should never plunge into a lion's 
dea, for such is journalism, with open eyes. Migrating to 
London at the age of twenty-five, it was not long before “Sugar 
Candy,’ as he is known to his intimate acquaintances, mavle 
things “bum” in the vicinity of the Law Courts and Fleet 
treet, in both of which places he i respecte! by all who know 
him. Chiefly becanse he is a smart lawyer, George was create! 
F.08. and the ‘sloper Award of Merit’ preseuted to hito 
May Itth, Isyh."—Debrett Linprraren. 


Rose, Are yoo not ashamed of having married that poor old man for his moncy ? 


git. Plenty of nice roast fowL”, 


Clara. A little; but there wus uc other way of gettin 


De Smalicash. Miss Amy in? 
Bridyet. Shure, sorr, Oi can tell ve better whin T know yer 
name. If it’s Misther Moneybazs, will ve koindly walk into the 
wrlour an' she'll be down in a twinkling, but if it’s Misther 
Smailcash, she's uvt at home. 


goin’ on it pretty well, ain't ‘e, Bill? Bull. Yus. 
I've seen a-loin’ it on the pavemeut.— 
"or Deaf,” or somethink wrote 
rs—see ? —— (3) Now, I takes for nothing.—(5) “Hoy 
Bill (together). Ha, ba, ba! ho, ho, Lo! he, be, he! etc., ad lid. 


(1) Little Charlie. The ole bloke's a i 2 a 
But ‘e ain't got no writin’, like the feller wot Good mind to ask him. What! deaf, ch? Hu! 
(2) *E ‘ad a board, same as this ‘ere, with “starvin',” 
on it.and all folks a-passin’ by they sive ‘im coppe ( 
an’ leaves it Lup agin ‘im like this ‘ere, an’ then we lays low an lovks vut for a 


wants for it when finished. 


MELTING MOMENTS. 


GIRLS SLOPER'’S KISSED. 


PROUD PARENT. 


— o_o 


© Ere, I lay two to onc in tanners a‘ninst Greenboy. Blow the 
expense |” 


—_ ee 
1EL, at “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Strect, E.C.—Saturday, July 8, 1893. 


Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT Dat? 
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™No, sir; no heges, ‘ot weather has ‘atched em all 


barny. — (4) fr. Snobley Smith. Ha! Exquisite little bit! Wonler how mc! 


him hear, I'll wager! I haven't learut singing from Herr Schontz’s all the-e you 
1!” “What the blue blazes !"——(6) Lite Charl a+ 


(Saturday, July 8, 1893. 
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“* His epistle to the Duke of York and Pr 
Poor Pa found himself a little awkwardly p 
pur, consequently Eastbourneites were on the | 
Evelina off as the Royal couple, but ’twas of 1 


A SLIGH) 
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Jackeon. Why, goodness me, Johnson, you've lost all your tecth P.-C. 90 in the sun. Themometer, % in v 
eince I saw yuu yesterday! Not had a row with your wife, el? Aud still the Police Force are not aliowel tu cal 

Johnson. Ha. ha! Not that exactly, but my little girl, she's ; shades, Who shall say that Robert's lut Is" vi 
been having coukery lessons, aud last night she mule me a tart. No. 69.—Lydia. one? ee _Teotletum Cauddenly entering the kitehen, with much ewe 

—— —— — —_— —— emotion ane r 
" and evident trepidation). Ol, ‘Liza Janc! — Noveleite"). ‘] 


ught Task yo 
ne ask you—that ie, may I—] mean to say, will conceal his p 
—2 me to clope ! 


